




LiOi/£ 

m 



Vttarpara Joykdvhiv’i I'uhiia Llbraif 
Oovt. of \^'6st Ucuaia 



A. FENWICK, 

KYAMBU 


Please return 



BOaK HER*E 

LOVE AND HATS 

A s foraman iy the works, he waToStside- the 
region of cliaif , excepting when the younger 
directors encountered’him ; the rest of the stiff 
took care to make any comments on his public 
behaviour aside and privately. One or two of the 
senior hands ^iS calltd him T^fidy, tlie juniors 
addressed him as Mr. Apps ; the new timekeepet 
gave a military salute and said " Sir.” An dert 
soldierly man, the new timekeeper ; very sharp 
on his duties, and ket^ing the wooden box just' 
insid« the entrance gates spick and span. Mr. 
Apps honoured him on the afternoon before the 
annual dinner with a word of praise. The 
genera^ temper of the works was for th* moment 
good, and men became friendly who had in the 
past been estranged on questions of politics, 
horse racing, the future life, finances. 
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, '* If any one asks for me,” ordered^Mr. Apps, 

“ say I’ve goie over to the Navfgators’ hxmf, 
just to make sure ever^hing’s all right for thi^ 
evening." A less tlctftfl man. th^ the new 
timekeeper would have made sopie humorous 
retort : he contented hiraseff with bringing the 
right hand sharply to his temple. "Shan’t^ be 
ten minutes at the outside.” 

The hotel gave signs of confu^on, a^d this was 
natural in all the circum§tanc?s. Early scents 
of cooking were in the air ; ’maids scurried to and 
'fro responding to the instructions of the 'lady 
whose name figured over the porch as one licensed 
to do many tilings not jKjrmi+tdi to ordinary 
folk ; fwo waiters, hired specially, were setting 
out^long tables in the club-if om ; *the bar- 
^maid arranged flowers there. A few riverside 
'men in the public bar waited to be served with 
the patience of folk who recognize that in^possi- 
bUities cannot be performed. 

Can you spare half a minute, Mrs. Williams ? ” 
“ To tell you the truth,” answered t^e pro- 
prietress, going on briskly, ” I can’t ! ” 

Mr. Apps followed her along the passage that 
leii to the kitchen. " I’ve been entrusted, ma’am; 
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with the delicate task of proposing your health 
toinight, and I was wondering whether there was 
^ything wu’d like me-* — 

"Cut it\^ short as’you'can,” recommended 
the lady, “ and, not*too much of the melted butter. 
Maria, has the celery arrived yet ? ” 

“J. w,as in hopes of having a quiet talk with 
you.”"^ 

" Some (fther t'me, Mr. Apps.” 

He turned an<f went as a privileged man into 
the room at the baciS of the bar. No one wSs 
there, and taking some slips of paper from his* 
jacket he read them, his lips moving silently ; 
now and again he raidfed his rigtf arm to empha- 
size a sentence. “ I think it’s pretty correct,” he 
said. Glancing along the mantelpiece, he^ob- 
served a new photograph amongst the crowd of 
frames and vases. " She's been and had herself 
took* again,” said Mr. Apps, in an enraptured 
way. He pressed the picture to his lips ; a 
concert of coughs reminded him that the mirror < 
was visible from the public bar. 

A good deal of washing that night, when the 
six o’clock bell rang, and, with the workmen, soft 
soap was in demand, and testy inquiries made 
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regarding the whereabouts of clean collars. Mr. 
Apps shaved, hsing a tablet of pink soap, specially 
bought ;‘’the paper ^o^er announced that it was 
of the quality used by all the Principal Ladies 
of the Stag*: ; their tastes werc' evidently in 
favour of a determined ^rfume. He put on a 
white diq|cey of the kind that is only to be foimd 
in certain shops of the outer districts would 
ask for it in vain at Burlington Arcadfe. His best 
waistcoat had a rathei ’ extensive open space, and 
the dickey bulged out at*" one side, and, being 
adjusted there, emerged at the other side. Mr. 
Apps, leaving nothing to chance, pinned it at 
three points tolExis flannel*shirl. 'Contemplating 
the ultimate result in the piece, of looking-glass 
tha^ leaned on the washstand, he thought, and 
/aid aloud, that he had come as near to perfection 
as was possible to mortsU man. 

The Navigators’ Arms could not spare an 
apartment to be used as a reception-room; 
fortunately the night was fine, and at half-past 
six the guests began to assemble outside. cAn air 
of constraint was evident : some of this was due 
to the fact that, clothed in their best, the men 
cdbld not afford to lean comfortably against 
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window-silk or the water trough. Children came 
up to stare at the notable sight a few of the 
liotel’s regular customer^ s^ood away*near the 
quay withV touch of resentment at this inter- 
ruption to settled* customs. Mr. Apps arrived ; 
the workmen made an avenue. A motor car 
carqe, and Mr. Apps, waving every one aside, 
took e , of the task of opening the door, 

assisted th^ owne” to alight, helped him to take 
off a heavy overcoat, escorted him to the Navi- 
gators* Arms ; the erfpression of the foremaif s 
features showed that he recognized the importance 
of the occasion, indicated, too, that he felt well 
aware no one elsb coitld perform the duties in a 
proper and adec^ate manner. The men remarked 
to each other that Apps was in his element. ^ 

“ Mrs. Williams," with authority in the voice^ 
" this is our chairman for this evening. Sir 
Frantis, this is the young woman who runs this 
hotel, and who is going to give us something to 
eat this evening.” 

" Akplain dinixer, I hope,” said Sir Francis. 

” Plain,” agreed Mrs. Williams promptly, 
'* but plenty of it.” 

” I think you can depend upon the food, ’Sir 



6 


love' AND HATE 

C 

Francis," said Mr. Apps. “ I’ve tcJbk a good 
deal of trouble over what I may term the menu,^ 

and I rather imagine/* Sir Francis ” The 

chairman of the evening waved him^aside, and 

r 

addressing IVKrs. Williams, explained thqt he was 
under doctor’s orders and described some of the 
effects th(^t resulted w'henever he went too.,f£w: in 
the way of food. On Mr. Apps again ^luKavour- 
ing to interpose, the chairmar/ ordered him oft 
to the dining-room, and** resumed conversation 

t t 

with the hostess. 

« 

The foreman, seated at the gnd of one of the 
long tables, scarcely remained in his chair for two 
consecutive^ minutes when the party assembled ; 
he did keep still whilst Sir Francis said a few 
bright words of welcome, but thenceforward he 
was about the room, here reproving one for mis- 
use of the knife, there giWg reminder about a 
speech to follow the metd ; the company* said 
he was like a mechanical toy. Hot dishes were 
* served ; the waiters brought well-filled plates, 
and the dtners had to resolve whether to take beef 
or mutton. Sir Francis decided to accept one 
"Ifemall slice of well-done beef, and found it so 
ijhidch to his taste that he demanded more, and 
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then resolved to try the mutton ; summoning 
Mrs. Williams, he paid a compliment that brought 
the flush of satisfaction h^r cheeks. •Mr. Apps, 
leaving hilf place once lAore, went and intercepted 
her, and complained that suet pudding had not 
been served ; she retorted that this dish went 
ou^of fashion years before. 

" But 71V landlady always gives it *to me on 
Sundays.” ' 

” You tell your lan«yady that she’s behind the 
times.” 

" Don’t think I shall,” said Mr. Apps. ” Yoif 
see, I intend leaving her shortly.” 

" Why is fhav ? " '^she askeli, wi^hotit display 
of interest. 

" You wait,' he said meaningly, " untU you've 
heard my speech.” 

He concealed impsftience whilst the chairman 
gave the loyal toast and " Success to the firm ! ” 
(with guarded references to a new departure in 
view), but he made no effort in this direction* 
when the oldest and the newest memj>ers of the 
staff responded. True, the timekeeper was brief, 
speaking but half a dozen sentences, but Mr. 
Apps shouted “ 'Nough said ! ” before the smart 
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man came to an end ; Mrs. Williams had entered 
to hear the sj^ech, and he gave an imperative 
order for her withdrs^val, which was not obeyed. 

" Mr. Apps,” said Sir Erancis, " wiA now pro- 
pose the heal^ of our good and cha/ming hostess. 
Before he does so, perhaps you will allow me to 
say that I dine out a good deal — I dine out. in 
fact, more than is wise for me. ^Laughter.) 
I am speaking in all seriousr ess. (Mr. Apps ; 
" Preserve order over ther?. can’t you ? ” A Voice : 
“ All right, Pomposity ; ke'ep your 'air on.”) I 
was saying, when the interruption came from 
the end of the table ” 


• • 


Mr. .^ps rose to a poidt ol 'order. 

” Sit down i ” ordered Sir Frapcis. ^ " I dine 
out^requently, and generally at the end I feel 
thankful I am exempt from the youthful and no 
doubt very proper habit 6f saying the words that 
convey thanks. But I declare I am using the 
language, not of compliment but of perfect can- 
•douy, when I assert that a better meal than this 
— simple ki character but admirably cooked — 
never wish to taste. (Cheers.) Now then, Apps. 
]-et us see what you have to say on the subject ! ” 
Mr. Apps, rising, with the frown of a man 



LOVE AND^HATE 9 

approaching an important task, said it was far 
from his intention to compete with* the chairman. 

f 

The chairman was one, i^h^^ight venture to say 
so, beloved and respected by all. He did not 
altogether follow ‘the chairman in^is references 
to a forthcoming change ; he submitted they 
were^oing very well at present, and he had never 
been in f^iyour of alterations that were made 
merely for the s?ke of altering. Coming to the 
subject of the ‘toast ("Hear, hear ”), he begged 
to endorse nearly ev^thing that had come from 
the lips of the chairman. Faults might no" 

m 

doubt be found in the meal served to them that 
evening. Perhaps he' was, in rd^ard to 'his tastes, 
old-fashipned. (A Voice : " And in ‘ appear- 
ance.”) What was wanted in a hotel likejthe 
Navigators’ Arms was a man. A man could give 
orders, and see that they were carried out. A 
man coiild put a stop to any disorder that 
might occur. 

" We never have any,” interposed Mrs. Williams. ’ 

" 6ir Francis,” said Mr. Apps, " I Aam about 
to do something that is probably, and in aU likeli- 
hood, unprecedented on the part of a man who 
makes a public speech. I do not embark upon 
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it without taking thought, and I trust the other 
party concerned will take what I am about to 
say as an*indication|)r iignal of my high regard. 
I have reason to believe* that our hostess looks 
upon me with a certain amount of favour. She 
is aware that, whilst I am by no means what is 
termed {^bigoted teetotaler, I am a mapjvho 
keeps a very strict control over himself, f have 

led a healthy, moderate life, never shirking ” 

“ I don’t know what ouj* friend* Apps is driving 
af,” said the chairman, " bdt he appears to think 
^xe is unveiling his own statue. (Laughter.) 
My motor is waiting, and perhaps he won’t mind 
coming Jo the question. *The toast is that of 
‘ Our Hostess.’ ” 

• • 

^ comply with your suggestion. Sir Francis,” 
said the foreman, ” and I do so without delay. I 
ask the present company to drink this toast with 
musical honours, and I beg to ask the lady to 
kindly consent to be my wife I ” 

’ The idea of the company was to sing '* For she's 
a jolly good fellow ! ” with great energy, bwt the 
startling announcement partially baulked vocal 
intention. The two maids, just inside the door- 
way, whispered in an agitated, sibilant manner 
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to each other, and one was heard to say ; “ Oh, 
I do hope she won’t ! ” Sir Ffancis covered 
his head with his hands«as ftne overmtlstered by 
deep emotion ; he found his handkerchief and 
said to Jhis iifightour : “ This is .something to 
take home to the wife ! ” Most of the eyes were 
on Williams ; she gazed at the floor. 

“ — And.. so say all of us.” 

“ Mrs. William"- will now reply,” announced 
the chairman. Perfect^ silence came. 

” I am,” said Mrs.*WiIliams, looking hard at a 
coloured portrait of Queen Victoria on the wall — 
“ I am very much obliged to you all. My people 
have done their bSst, and I feel^lad you^re satis- 
fied. I have adways lived on good terms with 
the people at the works since my husband dlod 
fc ar years ago, and there's never been anything 
like trouble with any of you, I quite realize 
that without the works the Navigators’ Arms 
wouldn’t be worth a great deal. Thank you 
very much.” She was going to the doorway,’ 
when voices recalled her. " Oh,” she remarked 
" I thought Mr. Apps meant it for a joke. ^ But if 
he meant it seriously, my answer is that supposing 
I did get married again ” — ^here she smiled — " I 
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sh'd choose a jolly sight better-looking man than 
him ! ” < 

Several«of the yo^nggr men, flushed with the 
meal, approached the foreman and tendered a few 
words of condolence. There Was an interval of 
ten minutes before the musical portion of the 
evening started, and everybody had risen, but 
not all dared to come along in his direction ; he 
spoke with great plainness ^ those who did 
so, A messenger arrived with S. message. Sir 
Francis had left, and re^ugjsted that Mr. Apps 
^should take the chair. Mr. Apps, declaring 
he would prefer to be hanged, \9ent out and found 
his hat aW coat^ The mHitasy timekeeper was 
talking ^o *the proprietress of the Navigators' 
4rms. 

“ Thought yourself very clever, no doubt,” 
Apps said to her with vehftnence, " flouncing me 
in front of all those people.” 

” You shouldn’t have been so silly.” 

• "5illy or not,” he declared, “I’ll take jolly 
good care .that you suffer for it. Don't ^rget 
that.” 

" I'll try to remember, Mr. Apps. Mind the 
step as you go out I " 
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He had rehearsed the proceedings very care- 
fully, and it was hard to be robbeti of the third 
act wherein he proposed tfd give notlte to his 
landlady in Neptune Street, and at the same 
time release a number of grievances which he 
had stored and warehoused. By his orders, she 
was waiting up when he arrived, and her husband 
was with her ; they appeared to have quarrelled, 
and were both in,the antagonistic mood which 
requires only a*dispute with a third person to 
vanish and give way to S’iendliness. Mr. Apps’s 
desire to avoid argument was a wise one, but they 
refused to enterta,in it, and, in duet, recited a list 
of his defects sfs a lodger ; he sifept ill t^t night 
and gave up the waking hours to tardy invention 
of repartees. . 6n the way to the works in . 
morning, he posted a card to the superintendent 
of the local police station. The alert young 
timekeeper saluted at the entrance to the works ; 
Mr. Apps accepted a brass token. 

"May want a chat with you later on, «iy 
man.«» 

" I shall be at your disposal, sir.” 

The consultation took place that afternoon in 
a comer of the 3 rard mainly occupied by scrap 
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iron. Mr. Apps had been anxious not to over- 
estimate the ‘grins he encountered, but it did 
seem to Mm that th|re #vas an imdue amount of 
quiet amusement going on, and his pride was hurt, 
his temper l^d become heateti. He looked the 
timekeeper up and down. 

“ You^ name’s Thompson, I believe.”^ The 
timekeeper admitted the accusation. “ Formerly 
in the army.” The timekeeper nodded assent. 
" I think I am correct in saying that you soldier 
chaps can put away a tidytamount in the way of 
liquor.” The timekeeper gave a gestme, indi- 
eating the modesty oi' one not prepared to blow 
his own^trumpet^ ” Nowl want 5^ou to do some- 
thing for me, and as every labourer is ^worthy of 
«lii& hire. I’m going to pay you for it.” He took 
the other’s arm, and spoke in a confidential 
whisper. 

At half-past six Mr. Apps entered the Navi- 
gators' Arms in company with Thompson. 
Thbmpson stumbled over the mat in entering 
but ^recovered, to exchange a word with the 
* proprietress, as Apps went on to the private 
saloon. He followed immediately. 

" Now then,” said Apps, " you understand 
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that I don't begrudge money over this job ; at 
the same time, I’ve no wish to*squander it. 
There’s moderation in ^ve|ything, ^Question 
I want to put to you is : what’s the stuff that 
will have the quickest effect ? I’m only an 
amateur in ih& sort of business ; you’re a pro- 
fessional. Give it a name ! ” 

" Gift ! ” suggested the other. 

The young man’s capacity astounded Mr. 
Apps. The white beverage served, the ex-soldier 
said, " Well, here’s lojg hfe to all of us ! ” and 
drank off contents offxhis glass in one gulp. 
Apps, relying for llimst!^ on a milder drink, 
found as the clock, weot towV>^s eight ’that he 
could not see the hands distinctly ; * li^ com- 
panion seemed *a.s clear-headed as at the start.^ 
Becoming confidential, Mr. Apps forgot much 
that he had said befote, and said it again, re- 
peated it two or three times, and emphasized 
arguments with a blow intended to strike but 
just missing the table. He gave one more or4jer, 
and jj}ie barmaid declined to serve him ; she 
professed, however, her willingness to supply the 
command so far as Mr. Thompson was concerned. 
" Wha’ you mean by it, miss ? ” he demanded 
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noisily, “ Intend lo say I’m the worse for 
drink ? ” ’ 

“ You*.vill be sod^i i^ you’re not careful. Any- 
way, you get no more here.” 

” I’m Ei^lishman,” said* Mr. Apps indis- 
tinctly, “ and I ask you to treat me in proper 
manner. That’s all I ask ! ” 

1 

“ James ! ” called the barmaid. 

The odd man engaged at the Navigators’ 
Arms, taking Mr. Apps’ shCulder, inquired 
politely whether he wa^ gphig with or without a 
fuss and as Apps wac. -^sent rather violently 
through the front^,doo'»vay. lie came into collision 
with an, inspectol 6f policS I’iergeant. They 
advised him to get off home as quietly as he could, 
it^d entered to have a friendly chat with Mrs. 
Williams and to show her an unsigned postcard. 

" Though what woul<f have happened,” said 
Thompson to her, when the officials had shaken 
hands and left, ” if I’d been served with any- 
thing but pure water, I shouldn’t exactly like to 
say. Nofv let’s talk about three weeks .hence, 
old dear. That’s what’s occupying my mind 
■at the present moment ! ” 

The timekeeper left the works on the day pre- 
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ceding the event referred t(A In view of the 
popularity he had gained dupng his brief term 
of office (he succeeded An unusually grumpy 
man), and in view of the notable position he would 
henceforward occupy^ the workmen^readily put 
down their threepences, and a handsome set 
of spopns was presented. Mr. Apps declined 

r 

to join in this tribute. He said, decisively, that 
he had other and giore worthy objects for his 
money. He assdred them he wished Thompson 
no harm, but he could nat persuade himself that the ’ 
chap had been well adv^d in marrying a widow. 
Mr, Apps prophesied that i^fore three months 
were out Thompson would have left th^neigh- 
bourhood. Doubt being expressed on this point, 
he made five separate wagers of a shUling each 

" Like to know how much money old Pom- 
posity has got put away,” remarked one. 

" I lay,” said another, " that if the truth 
was known he’s got as much as five and twenty 
poun’.” 

App»’s store was greater than they hnagined. 
When he called some days later on a commercial 
gentleman, he was able to speak, with determina- 
tion, of hundreds ; this occurred at the moment 

B.K. 


2 
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when the other hi/ited at disinclination to deal 
with men of straw. Satisfactory proof of the 
statemeift being g^^ei*, the public-house broker 
aroused himself and promised to do all that 
mortal mai^ could do, and a good deal beyond. 
Within a fortnight Mr. Apps received from him a , 
satisfagtory communication, and having; signed 
and returned the documents, at once wrote a 
note which he adorned witlvthe literary skill at 
his command ; he could not coliceal his surprise 
*at the calm with which tjhe thunderbolt was re- 
ceived. The clerk to w^m he har ded it glanced 
at the letter, ^uruf^ aver the pages and said 
casualty ; " GhTl see. * WcU, I shouldn’t think 
there'll be the slightest difficulty about that.” 
•Sir Francis paid a visit to the works that day and 
Apps broke the tragic news as gently as he could. 
Sir Francis appeared concerned, but on ascer- 
taining that Apps was referring to himself, showed 
relief, and said something about enjoying the 
^ium cum dignitate, a reference that the foreman, 
in his turn, misunderstood ; he retorted that the 
place was much nearer. 

" If I don’t see you again then before you go,” 
said Sir Francis, ” good-b;^ and good luck. By 
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the bye, did you repeat the oler you made at the 
annual dinner ? I’ve been alpked once or twice 
whether anything further happened? Never 
saw a woman quite so much amused over an3rthing 
as my wife was when I told her aborj^t it.” 

” Something further has happened, and some- 
thing %tiU further is going to happen." « 

” I won't press for information,” said the 
managing director. " We all have our secrets. 
I, myself, have been keeping one for some time. 
I want you to get th^ men together in half an 
hour, so that I can irf ke an announcement to 
them.” 

" It's very go 6 d of you. Sir Francis. I4 there's 
any idea of a testimonial, perhaps you might 
recommend it should take the form ” 

" My announcement will not refer to you, 
Apps ; in the new circumstance, it will not con- 
cern you. And if I were you, I wouldn't throw 
out any suggestion regarding a farewell present. 
You see, you are not at all popular with the 
men W’ 

Apps went about and issued instructions with 
something more than his usual truculence ; in 
one or two cases wb^re inquiries were made, he 
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had to pretejid a ifeowledge he did not possess. 
The men, later, ranged themselves in lines ; he 
went up Vnd down thS ranks, ordering hands to 
be taken from pockets, directing that the attitude 
should be pne of greater precision. " I’d like 
to boil him ! ” said one of the censured men. Sir 
Franci% appeared ; Apps directed thswt caps 
should be taken off, but the managing director 
cancelled the order. 

“ I have troubled you to comlb here,” he said, 
**' because I have news tq^ communidlite that has 
hitherto not been madi^’ public. It is of some 
importance, an<i nj >jne here or near the works 
is acquainted with it. I say ‘ no one,' but that is 
perhaps not strictly correct. did, some time 
since, give a hint to the lady who keeps the hotel 
over the way ; Mrs. — ^Mjs. Williams, I think the 
name is.” 

"Thompson, sir.” 

" Mrs. llSompson. My memory is not so 
good as it was. I told her because 1 thought it 
^ only fair*she should know. Your dixecton have 
given a great amount of consideration to the 
matter, and they have decided to transfer the 
works to the north of England. The change 
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will take place without delajt and ^ wish to ex- 
press an earnest hope that yof will all — ^with the 
exception of our friend Apps, who ha3 sent in 
his resignation ” 

Loud cheering frftm the men, 

• 0 

" — ^That you will come with us, bring your 
familiej, and do your best for the firm in the new 

U * 

sphere of action t " 

The name o^fer the porch of the Navigators’ 

Arms is now George ^eftry Apps. The space? 

occupied by the old wmks is stUl in the market, 

<> 

and devotes itself mainly to v^d flowers, the 
names of which are jessed at by residents. 
When, ampngst the few and rare customers in the 
bar, the question is discussed and the views of the • 
proprietor of the hotel are invited, he is greatly 
tempted to reply by aiming at the assembled 
company a pewter tankard. 
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T he watering-cart went along slow^ near 
to the pavement, in no way disturbed by 
appeals from conveyances subject to a time-table. 
A motor omnibus that had been^ delayed for the 
space of ten seconds nisljed to the point where 
a standard notice said, ^ Cars Stop Here,” 
and iirpnediately slithered across to the centre 
of the wfft roadway ; the back portion knocked over 
the iron post, a crash of glass fallowed, screams 
‘ came. Mr. Fenning was down the steps, 
off the ’bus, and well outside the danger zone 
before his companion or any other passenger 
found opportunity to move. 

" Presence of mind ! ” he declared, answering 
Mils Lewis’ s criticisms, and rubbing his heated 
face. “ That’s all it was. Acted on the inSpulse 
jat the moment, and I defy any one to blame me 
for what I did.” 

" Looked after yourself, at all events.” 

22 
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" My theory has always ^n," he contended 
eagerly, " that in a moment^of danger it is the 
policy everybody ought# to' adopt. /Dtherwise 
valuable time is lost, to the detriment of aU con- 
cerned. How was 1 to know that the bus might 
not give another nasty swerve, and topple over ? 
What .advantage would it be to you, Beatrice, 
for my life to be put in peril ? ” 

" But how about me ? " 

“ If what yoo want to argue is that I ought 
to have took you in my arms and brought yo’’. 
down the steps ” 

" It would have looked a jolly sight better,” 
declared Miss Lew’s. * 

” Maybe ! From a romantic point of view. 
But from the point of view of what I may call 
practical politics,! sh’d like to remark that in the 
pocket of my other waistcoat that’s at home, I 
have a card furnished to me a week ago after you 
stepped off that weighing-machine at a place 
called Fairy Land, over Paddington way.” 

“ Mr. Fenning,” as he started to joi^jj the inter- 
ested crowd that had gathered aroimd two police- 
men, the driver, the conductor, and a L.C.C. 
official — " Mr. Fenning, I have never, in the 
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course of our shortfecquaintance, suspected you 
of being a ge?itlem|n, but, until now, I have not 
regarded you as a'covnard." 

He gave a laugh intended to convey that he 
perceived the humour of thU remark, and for 
some minutes joined in the heated discussion, 
where every one was explaining how the aqpident 
occurred, and nobody seemed disposed to listen. 

A remark offered by him^aimoyed the con- 
ductor, who, giving to the debate a personal 
turn, introduced Urn at the chap who had beaten 
all records. " Fairly fell down the steps, he 
did,” said the conductor. ' ” Looked as if he 

I. 

thought ^he end of the \vor?d had come. Old 
man,” addressing Mr. Penning, “ if you ain’t 
^in the pantomime at the Marlborough next 
December, I shall spend my sixpence at a picture 
palace.” The youth retired from the consulta- 
tion, and found Miss Lewis had disappeared. 
The anno3dng detail was that a penny fare 
remained unused on each of their tickets. 

Returning slowly to her mother’s establish- 
ment in Holloway Road, he ascertained that 
ibe young woman had not arrived. 

” And what’s more,” snapped Mrs. Lewis, “ I 
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don’t know where you are Ikely t<j find her, and 
if I did, I probably shouldnl tell you. Handed 
her over to your care, and you ought to have 
looked after her. I’ve had enough to worry me 
during the las’- ten* minutes, and you can get out 
of my shop soon as ever you please*.” 

On .the pavement at the opposite side of the 
roadway he found an uncle of his sweetheart’s, 
a deplorable-lookii^ man whose frock-coat was 
held by a singk button ; not often referred to in 
domestic conversation, and now wearing the 
look of one with a grievance against the Fates. 
Mr. Lewis explained that he had called upon his 
sister-in-law to ./btauf a small and temporary 
amount to carry him to the end of the week, and 
had been treated as though he were a mere, 
beggar; he assured Feiming that it would be 
long ere he again oSered to any relative the 
chance of doing him a courtesy. The two, 
brought together by possession of a grievance, 
walked up Seven Sisters’ Road, and young ' 
Fenning described the off-hand treatment (as he 
expressed it) to which he had been subjected. 

” Of course,” said the elder man, " your trouble 
is that she has expectations of money.” 
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" I don't c|Jl tha trouble.” 

“ What I mean e that your plan of dealing 
with her would be muoli simpler if there wasn’t 
house property about.” 

" A most unfair suggestion," protested Penning 
warmly. “ A I’m fond of a girl, I’m fond of her 
for her ^ake alone. The amount she’s got put 
by, or the sum she’s likely to come into later pn, 
doesn’t affect me in the verj least.” 

“ Oh well,” said Miss Lewis' uncle, " if you’re 
going to stay up on that perch, nothing I can 
do is likely to help you. I had got an idea in my 
head that seemed^ likely to asast both of us, but 
since yo%take this attitude—* — ’* 

“ Supposing I admit that everytWng else 
.being equal, I prefer a lady with a certain pro- 
portion of the world’s goods. Supposing I 
concede that I look upon that as a set-off to a 
certain tendency to plumpness.” 

“ Now,” agreed the other, ” now we can begin 
to -talk.” 

They entered the gates of the park, and«till 
ccmversing earnestly, walked towards the lake. 
Many young couples were strolling about, and 
Mr. Lewis said he had no anxiety for the coming 
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performance to be witnesseit by a.^ crowd. Pen- 
ning ejcpressed regret that h^was, at the moment, 
wearing a suit of flannefb that belonged to the 
previous year, and asked whether there was 
time for him to run home and change into an 
older costume. 

"Jf you once leave me,” said his cqpipanion 
frankly, " the small stock of courage you possess 
will vanish on the way. Now’s your time, now’s 
your opportuidty, and if you miss this, the chance 
wUl never come again.” * 

It was near to closing time before they were 
able to carry out the schem^. Mr. Lewis, on 
returning to the bink, remarked that fce other’s 
appearance would not convince a kitten, and 
insisted upon ducking liim completely, head to 
foot. Then they ran^, ignoring comments from 
folk who were leaving the park, and discovering 
near the station, first a taxi-cab, the driver of 
which recommended them to take a barge, 
second, a four-wheeler with not so much preju»Ece 
against damp. The night had grown cool, and 
as they drove off, escaping the groups of people, 
their teeth chattered, and young Penning spoke 
of mustard and hot water; his companion re* 
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ferred to rumbas a valuable medicine. Outaide 
the closed shop, wet coins were handed to the 
driver, wh® demanaed,»but did not obtain, an 
extra shilling for the task of swabbing out the 
cab, and as they rang the bell at the side door, 
their drippinl clothes made a pool of water. 

Some^delay ensued, and Fenning expre^d a 
fear lest, after all the trouble taken, they should 
not be able to gain admittance; alternatively, 
that the delay might be sufficient to dry their 
a«its. To avoid obsewation from the curious, 
they stood well inside the porch, with the result 
that when the door presently opened they turn- 
bled upo%Mrs. Lewis, causing! that lady to give 
a shriek of terror which brought her daughter 
down the stairs to join in firing questions. What 
had happened? Where h^ it happened ? What 
was the use of having thelmoleum in the passage 
cleaned and polished if folk called, leaving 
damp marks all over the place ? 

''^We shall have plenty of time for talk," said 
Mr. Lewis, .shivering extravagantly. "First of 
all, if there's any of my poor brother's clothes left 
thal you hav^'t exchanged for ferns, allow us 
two to go up to the bath-room and make a change. 
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Otherwise, we shall both perish on. the spot and 
you'll be responsible.” 

Mrs. Lewis’s view was*that each should go to 
his respective home and there find dry apparel ; 
her daughter, anxious for news, ran and put 
everything ready. Twenty minutes later the 
two, entered the sitting-room over the |h<3p> 
suits for which they had not been measured. 
The attitude of JJfs. Lewis, as she gazed at 
them over hv glasses, was still defensive, and 
it was to Miss Lewis thafc the relative addressed 
explanations. 

" I left here,” he said, shaking his head dole- 
fully, ” feeling lhat nothing remained Imt to put 
an end tc^my life. Seemed to me that there was 
no sense in my going on, and the sooner I came 
to a finish the better ^t would be for all parties 
concerned. No doubt the coroner would have 
referred to me as being in a state of unsound 
mind.” 

" I’ve been saying that for years,” remarlfiSd 
the elder lady. 

" Be that as it may,” he went on, " I arrived 
at a definite conclusion, and the only point to 
decide was how to carry out my desperate resolve. 
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I thought of the Tube railway, and hurling myself 
in front of a train.” The girl shuddered. ” Un- 
fortunately, I hadn’t a ftou in my pocket to offer 
at the booking-office. I considered the tram 
lines, and foresaw that the driver might puU up. 

- I 

I went into a chemist’s shop, and the young man 
declined to put the item down to your account.” 

“ I would willingly have paid an}dhing within 
reason,” said Mrs. Lewis. 

" Eventually, I thought of the^ water, and of 
*he fortunate circumstg.nce that, being unable to 
swim, it would be impossible for me to save 
myself, even if tempted to do so. And this, 
ladies,’^\ijth a gesture, " Ihis is where my gallant 
preserver came in. Providence sent him to the 
brink of the lake just as I came up for the third 
time. It's an experience I never want to undergo 
again, and if I tried to describe it to you, it would 
scarcely sound credible. At the first go in the 
sensation was one of intense relief. ‘ Farewell,' 
I’ssaid, speaking to myself, ‘ farewell to all the 
trials and Iroubles of this world ; adieu to relations 
with hearts of stones.’ Then,” dramatically, 
” then, all my past life seemed to come in front 
of me.” 
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“ That couldn't have been pleasant,” remarked 
his sister-in-law. 

" Did Mr. Penning jumf) in after you ? ” asked 
the girl eagerly. 

" Ask him 1 ” snapped her uncle, annoyed by 
the interruption. 

”;:d rather,” said Penning modest^, " he 
told it in his own way. He can make it more 
interesting than what I could.” 

Mr. Lewis,^ontinuing, gave an imitation of 
the choked voice in whi^jh he appealed to hiy 
gallant preserver to leave him alone, furnished 
the answer given, described the^ struggle and Mr. 
Penning’s adroit ^treatment on the «bank for 
restoration of the apparently drowned. 

I can see now,” he admitted, ” that whilst 
there’s characters like him about and to be 
encountered, why, life is worth living. He 
wasn't to know that I happened to be a slight 
acquaintance of his. He wasn’t aware that the 
would-be suicide was a relative of the you<% 
lady he’s practically engaged to. All he saw, 
was a fellow-creature in the water, and he never 
stopped even to take off his boots ; he simply 
dived right in. If there ever was a young man 
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possessing what I may call absolute fearlessness, 
here he is.” 

" Seem»very curiou^” said Mrs. Lewis, taking 
up her work-basket, " that he chanced to be 
there.” 

“ The ha^d of fate,” remarked the other. 
“ As s^pn as I come to, I recognized him^ and 
my first words was, ‘ Let's get back to HoDoway 
Road, so that they can thai^ you properly.’ ” 

“ Thank him ? ” 

• “ Make suitable acknowledgments. If I’d 
got money, he should have every penny I pos- 
sessed.” 

• ^ « 

” Bless# my goodness,” exelaiftied Mrs. Lewis 
heatedly, " I wouldn’t give him a single farthing 
for doing this. If he’d stayed on the bank, and 
let you drown, I’m not suije I wouldn’t have asked 
him to stay on to supper out of sheer gratitude. 
You’ve been a borrower and a nuisance ever 
since my poor husband died,' and the best news 
Stty one could bring me, would be to the effect 
that I wa* rid of you.” 

“ After that remark,” he said, rising from the 
chair in a dignified maimer, '* it is my painful 
duty to inform you that I shall never set foot in 
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this house again. You can plead to me on your 
bended knees, but I shan’t alter my decision.” 

" Take your old suit away from the bath-room, 
and make yourself scarce as soon as ever you 
like." 

She allowed him to go to the door. “ What 
puzzles me is, how are you going to exist ? JLooks 
almost, Jacob, as though you’ll have to work.” 

" Fortunately,” he said, glancing at Mr. 
Penning, " I know where to go when I’m hard 
up.” 

His departure broke constraint, and the 
three, seated at the wi/idow, talked freely as they 
watched him crc^s the lOadway. 

Miss Lewis, touching Fenning’s hand to ascertain 
if he were chilleu, declared it a risky but splendid 
act to perform : one could hold an opinion in 
regard to uncle and his value, but that had 
nothing to do with Mr. Fenning’s share in the 
incident. At her request, Mrs. Lewis went to the 
back room to put the kettle on the gas-rii^, and' 
mix a hot beverage. , 

" You never told me you could swim, Charles.” 

" It’s a thing everybody ought to be able to 
do.” 


3 


B.K.> 
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" Ever won any prizes , for it ? " 

" We’ve talked about it quite enough, Beatrice,” 
he remarked. " Let’* think of a new subject. 
Been quite a chapter of accidents to-day, 

hasn’t it ? First the motor-bus affair ; then ” 

" Do yoif know,” she said confidentially, " I 
did ygu such an injustice over that. I got the 
idea in my head that you were not quite so brave 
as you might be, and I was so mad about it, I 
scarcely knew what I was saying^ or what I was 
doing. Try to forge^, all about it, will you ? ” 

” Let me give you a kiss,” suggested Penning, 
" and I’ll forget anything you like.” 

" WeUit hurry,” said l6ss Lewis. " You gentle- 
men that have never been in love before are so 
slow 1 ” * ‘ 

It was late ere the young man took his leave, 
because Mrs. Lewis honoured him with prolonged 
and flattering confidences regarding the family, 
the business, and finance generally. She pro- 
'"mised to see to the drying of his suit, claiming 
to be specially gifted in the work of pressing 
clothes with an iron sufficiently warm for the 
purpose, but not so hot as to convey injmy. 
At the door of his lodgings he found Mr. Lewis. 
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To him, after discussion, he gave three shillings 
in full pa5mient for services rendered. 

“ I hoped for more," %aid Lewis candidly, 

" but I’m not one to expect other people to per- 
form miracles. Mind you, though, there isn’t 
many who would let you off so che&ply.” 

- At the warehouse in Gresham Street the 
following morning, at an hour when the ribbon 
department happened to be specially occupied, 
it was announced that a gentleman wished to 
see Penning. The young mjn, finding Mr. Lewis 
on the pavement, first complained of the inaccu- 
rate description fumislSd, second, directed that 
he should state hss business without delay. The 
caller, it appeared, required, in order to meet a 
special crisis, the sum of half-a-crown ; the loan 

was wanted but for two or three hours, and if 

• 

Penning ‘indicated the establishment where he 
usually took lunch, Mr. Lewis would be there 
ready to pay back the coin. 

"Don’t get the idea that I’m blackmailing' 
you,” begged the visitor, perceiving hesitation ; 
■" I’m too high-minded to do that. Only, if you 
don’t do this small transaction for me, it will be my 
duty to go straight to Holloway Road and ’’ 
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The amount was handed over, with a few words 
hinting that here loans or gifts would stop de- 
finitely. *At half-past‘s one, Penning entered the 
restaurant with no expectation of seeing his 
middle-aged friend ; the circumstance that the 
other had fnade careful note on the back of an 
envelope of the hour and the address only con- 
firmed the youth’s suspicions that the appoint- 
ment would not be kept. The manageress gave 
him a smile of welcome, that was ^most a laugh, 
and after he had bepn supplied with food, came 
across to mention that she had seen him, near 
Finsbury Park^station on the previous evening, 
in a condition that made her feel more grateful 
than ever that her young sister had broken off, 

f • 

a year- before, an engagement with Mr. Penning. 

" I’d been saving a inan’s life,” he retorted. 

“ Not you,” she said incredulously. " I can 
believe a lot of things, but I can't swallow that.” 

" Here he comes,” mentioned Penning. “ Ask 
him yourself.” 

Mr. LeKvis, apologizing for being two minutes 
l^te, took a seat at the table, said he would have 
the same that his friend was taking, and, appealed 
to, gave, with generous detail, confirmation of the 
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statement. The manageress, greatly impressed, 
took back all she had said and remarked it was 
a pity Enuly had married : were Emily still 
single, this striking act of bravery would un- 
doubtedly persuade her to overlook Mr. Fenning's 
various defects. Hie young man, content 
with this change of view, mentioned to Lewis, 
when the manageress had gone, that he was to 
consider himself as a guest. 

" Why, of course,” §aid the other, with surprise. 
" You never expected, surely, that I was going 
to pay for anything whilst you were about ? 
And that reminds mSJ* I want another five 
bob.” 

” Which you most certainly won’t get.” 

" Don’t * be fbo hasty in your statements,” 
warned Lewis. " Listen to what I’ve got to tell 
you. My sister-in-law* sent across word just 
now for those clothes I borrowed last night. I 
took them back. She’d been talking to cus- 
tomers concerning your bravery, and some one 
told her the depth of the water at Finsbury Park. 
She’d come to the conclusion that neither you 
nor me was in danger for a single moment through- 
out the whole of the proceedings, and that your 
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diving in to save me was simply a matter of utter 
impossibility.” 

“ I ne^ier said I dix-ed in.” 

" But I did. And you were present when I 
said it, and you didn’t contradict.” 

Penning pushed his plate away, leaned elbows 
on thg table, and clutched at the top of his^he?d 
with both hands. His companion, with aid of 
a fork, took well-done cuts of beef from Fenning's 
plate. ^ 

" Fortunately,” he said, ” you've got a partner 
in this business who is a man — although I say it 
who, perhaps, shouldn't<^ man of resource, and 
a man oimore than conmaoiv intelligence. I said 
at once that a misunderstanding had taken place, 
due, no doubt, to the excitemenf of the moment. 
I explained that the affair didn’t take place in 
Finsbury Park at all.”*^ 

" Where did it occur then ? ” 

" In the canal,” said Lewis, winking ' porten- 
■ tously. " They c^’t get over that. The canal 
is deep e^jough to suit anybody. Now I put it 
to»you. Is that worth another five bob, or isn’t 
it?” 

” But I can’t go on forking out money like 
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this,” protested the youth distractedly. " Means 
ruination to me. If I keep advancing sums to 
you, I shan’t be able to aS§rd the little, luxuries — 
theatres, concerts and so forth — ^that a young lady 
is entitled to expect.” 

" All right,” said the other, with composure. 

” That leaves nothing for me to do, but to make 
, ■ } 
my way back to Holloway Road, and tell the 

truth.” 

” Do so,” challenged Penning, " do so, by all 
means.” It struck him that he was performing 
the first courageous deed of his<life. 

City youths, and olbers deeply engaged in 
business, are in ,the habit — on meetingj^the lady 
of their heart at evening time, or in communicat- 
ing by the last post — of remarking that she has 
not been absent from their thoughts during the 
whole of the day. In young Fenning's case, it 
was only when Gresham Street released him at 
half-past six that he was able to give his mind 
again to a perplexing question ; the interval, 
having provided his brain with other interests, 
enabled him to regard it ydth freshness and 
sanity. He made his way, with all dispatch, 
to the shop kept by his sweetheart’s mother ; 
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his resolve to adopt a straightforward course in- 
creased at each jerk of the motor-omnibus. On 
the journey he recolletted something left in the 
jacket of the flannel suit ; the thought induced 
him to give a hopeless gesture, and to express 
the view that it was useless for him to try to do 
right. Miss Lewis was alone at the counter, 
reading : she presented to him pained features 
and tear-dimmed eyes. 

" Your uncle’s been Kfere then,” he said 
desperately. 

" We haven’t seen lum since last night. Mother 
sent him word this monaeing to keep the suit we 
lent, jCncl^said t?iat if hd camejhere again, we’d 
call in the police. We shan’t be bothered with 
him any more. Charles,” she Cried,* " look at 
this I Here’s a bit in the evening paper that has 

upset me to such an extent Lend me your 

handkerchief. Mine’s upstairs.” 

He took the journal and looked at the foot of 
a page where absence of sufficient news of the 
day had necessitated, or permitted, a few two- 
^e paragraphs. "A well-known lady novelist 
says a man’s first love is ever a delusion and a 
sham.” 
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" Where’s your mother, Beatrice ? ” he asked, 
putting the newspaper down. Miss Lewis touched 
^ a bell on the counter. " kwant to tell her some- 
thing. 

Mrs. Lewis came, bringing, with an air of 
majesty, the suit of flannels. She laid the 
articles upon the counter ; a-top was a letter in 
a feminine handwriting. 

" Didn’t mean to leave one of Emily's notes 
in the pocket,” he said, reddening. 

“ That can be easily understood. I wish my 
daughter to read it. It fs for her to decide 
whether or not the acquvmtance shall be broken 
off, and my opinioq is ‘that she won't hesitate 
for a moment.” 

The Post Ofi&dfe is not always clear and accurate 
in the endorsements it prints upon envelopes; 
in this case the year was distinctly shown, and 
Mr. Penning was able, in addition, to give the 
lady’s new name. Mrs. Lewis argued that the 
facts should not have been left to chance dis- 
covery, but her daughter said anytlyng which 
happened before she herself came on the scene 
was no concern of hers, excepting that it cleared 
a terrible anxiety from her mind. 
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"If that’s the view you take,” remarked 
the mother, "so be it. But before I let this 
engagement go on, I want Mr. Penning here to 
promise me one thing. If he should ever again 
come across your dreadful Uncle Jacob trying 
to put an end to it all, will* he please give me his 

word of honour that he won’t interfere ? ” 

« 

" I promise ! ” said Penning readily. 
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"1Y price is thiHy bob, and you can jolly 
- “I:/-*- well take it or leave it.” Mr. ^ellor 
declares he bad never before met with any woman 
so brusque and curt in manner. 

" The drawback ab9ut you is that you ask too 
much.” 

^ ” The blot on your character, old son,” retorted 
the extremely vulgar pe*son, ” is that you offer 
too little.” 

To save further argument with a woman not 
only unworthy 1>f his caustic method of speech 
but also his superior m fluency, he purchased 
the bust for twenty-five shiUmgs ; the vendor 
wrapped it carelessly in a sheet of a weekly 
journal and tested the coins between teeth. 
*' Ain’t sorry to see the back of it,” she admitted, 
the transaction over. ”A melanchqly-looking 
bounder, whoever sat for it. I'd begun to think 
1 sh’d have to give the article away myself for a 
weddin’ present.” 
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Mr. Mellor, arriving home at Highgate, placed 
the bust in a good light and regarded himself in 
the mirroi; Inspection reinforced his early view 
that a certain resemblance existed ; the bust 
had no side whiskers, and this perturbed him ; 
he wondered whether a "handy mason, to be 
foun^perhaps down near the cemetery, would 1^ 
able to do an 5 rthing in the matter. It suddenly 
occurred to him that a cheaper and more con- 
venient way would be to t£<ke himself to the hair- 
dresser. On his return the landlady met him 
and expressed herself*in enthusiastic and eloquent 
terms concerning the j>9w addition to the art of 
the household. 

“ What's the name of the gentleman who carved 
it for you, sir ? ” 

“ Quite a youngster,” he replied evasively, 
” but I rather fancy he has a future. Wouldn’t 
take a single penny. Insisted on my accepting 
the bust as a gift,” 

" I'd no idea, sir, that you were so popular.” 

Mr. Mejlor, that evening, gave an order to a 
jeweller and goldsmith in Highgate Village, 
and a few days later the bust, set conspicuously 
on a painted wooden pedestal which he called 
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by the pet name of ebony, wore a brass label thus 
inscribed 

" To My Dear and Valued FriendJ 
ANDREW JOSEPH MELLOR. 

A Token of High Esteem.” 

• 

Mellor had retired at middle age fibm an office 
B>vb’ch was rubbed out of existence by a Ministry 
suddenly reminded that some of its members had 
promised retrenchment. In ordinary circum- 
stances a departing member of the staff would 
have been presented widi a silver-plated 
article, the result of a half-a-crown subscription ; 
the conditions imposed b;^£«iiggai3ily Government 
made this impossible in Mr. Mellor’s case, and 
the prematurely-superannuated gentlemen had to 
be content on tfie last day with speaking a few 
plain words to each oth^, ridding themselves of 
the pent-up frankness of a lifetime. Mellor 
retained in his mind the unanimity with which 
the rest selected the word, " cantankerous," in 
their references to him. He had spent the two 
years of his retirement in making determined 
and, to some extent, successful efforts to justify 
the adjective. 

Mr. Mellor paid, in the following week, a second 
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visit to Caledonian Road, and looked about 
amongst the pictures. It was scarcely to be 
hoped thaft he would Ife so lucky as upon his first 
call, but he did find a portrait painted in oils 
that had no resemblance to his own features ; 

c 

it was weatherbeaten, and the frame exhibited 
signswof age. To this he affixed a neat ivory, 
label, " Admiral Mellor, R.N. Presented to my 
dear grandson, Andrew Joseph, in the confident 
Hope that he will serve 'ftis Country as I have 
done." Mellor gave a small dinner, with the aid 
of his landlady’s sister, a cook temporarily — ^for 
a reason she cguld i»t understand — out of em- 
ployment, and said to have been often flattered by 
chefs with a world-wide reputation ; the gifted lady 
looked in at eleven o’clock, and became tearful 
because not one of the^guests would honour her 
with company in a dance. They remarked to 
each other — commenting on the change in Mellor’s 
deportment whilst their host was engaged in 
arguing with the cook— that the age of miracles 
had surely come again. Before this they had 
ii^spected the bust, and some thought it scarcely 
did justice to their friend ; the portrait made a 
greater imjHression because here was proof that 
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he came from a good stock. Men with greater 
tact would perhaps have made some attempt to 
conceal astonishment. 

" I ought to have a book somewhere,” said 
Mellor casually, ‘‘ with a full account of all his 
most notable deeds, but I can't lajf my hand 
^n it just for the moment. You must s* it 
when you call next.” One of the guests pro- 
posed a toast to the memory of their friend's 
grandfather, and poin^fed out the urgent need 
for a strong navy. 

It was the plated silver tray that touched 

the sentiment of Miss Gu«dlake. She was a 

• • ♦ 

social worker and called occasionally to see Mr. 
Mellor's landlady and to induce her to join the Band 
of Bright and Cheery Workers that met once a 
week in a mission-room a|}d darned socks. The 
landlady in giving the third refusal on the grounds 
that she was no longer interested in men’s wear, 
excepting so far as Mr. Mellor was concerned, tried 
to soften the blow by inviting the caller in and per- 
mitting her to inspect the accumulating evidence 
of popularity. The tray — another purchase at the 
Cattle Market, where some of the traders were 
beginning to know him well, setting him amongst 
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the list of possible buyers — ^had but just come 
back from the engravers, and it rested on the 
sideboard with an inscription, “ To A, J. M„ 
best and kindest of men, from Ethel.” 

Miss Goodlake, interested in this, asked several 
questions 'which the landlady found herself 
unaitle to answer ; the visitor suggested it mean^ 
an amicable termination of an affair of the heart, 
and the other admitted that this was just possible. 
Mr. Mellor had arrived at%hat the landlady called 
a pretty decent age, but girls nowadays did not 
seem to object to this. Miss Goodlake declared 
that from her owq» point of view a gentleman 
coul^ be an octogenarfan and yet possess a kind 
disposition ; the landlady said she preferred 
those who took animal food? In* the middle 
of this attractive discussion Mr. Mellor entered. 

" Don’t know what* you'll think of me,” said 
Miss Goodlake confusedly. 

" It would be scarcely fair to tell you,” replied 
Mr. Mellor with his new air of courtesy, " in the 
presencq of a third person.” 

“ It must be perfectly beautiful to be so much 
admired.” 

” One can only hope that one does something 
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to deserve it. But you yourself, surely with all 
your good works " 

" No,” said Miss GoodlaSte. " Neve» so much 
as a tea service.” 

The landlady, on his direction, brought cups 
and saucers, and the visitor declared "that better 
toast could not be encountered. 

He was away for two or three week-ends, 
invited by people in the home counties who had 
heard of his popularityj’and the chance of seeing 
Miss Goodlake at the church which she had 
specially named did not occur. At a house in 
Surrey he found another admiring lady whose 
only defect was tlmt she kept up an interest in 
Outdoor sports, whilst he cared for nothing more 
active than an 'occasional game of draughts. 
She professed her willingness to do anything in 
reason for him at any time, and as a beginning 
tendered a gift of a tennis racket slightly 
out of repair. It made an addition to the gallery 
of tributes he was forming and represented the 
first that had not been bought with his own 
money. He found at Highgate a communication 
signed Amelia wherein the writer said she could 
no longer restrain her admiration, and announced 
4 s.a. 
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an intention of calling after lunch the following 
day. 

" This is all very w^,” he said apprehensively, 
" but I don’t want to get overcrowded,” 

To his great concern the landlady announced 
at two o’clock on the next day a visit from Miss 
Goodlake, and imagination furnished a scene 
between two jealous women with himself as a 
perturbed spectator ; the relief on discovering 
from Miss Goodlake’s first words that she was 
the writer of the letter caused him to adopt his 
best manner. TheMady, glancing around at the 
bust, the oil painting^ the tray, and other articles, 

* ^ l 

said she could understand how it was he had 
gained so much affection, and announced frankly 
that she was in love, an expedience which had 
not come to her since schooldays at St. Leonards. 
With equal candour she mentioned that her 
income amounted to £600 a year. 

“ Amelia Goodlake,” said Mr. Mellor promptly, 
" will you be mine ? ” 

” If 5WU insist, Andrew,” she answered, ” I 
suppose I must, but this impetuosity almost 
takes my breath away. Let us consider it 
quietly.” 
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Her great curiosity proved to concern Ethel, 
and the desire to know all that led up to the 
presentation of the tray and its pathetic endorse- 
ment would take no denial. Mr. Mellor after- 
wards blamed himself severely for not having 
the presence of mind to kill Ethel. It could 
have been done so easily. A hundred comp’ lints 
occurred to him too late, any one of which would 
have been sufficient to carry her off. Instead 
he explained that she 'was still alive and quite 
happy, residing in Surrey and devoted to games. 

“ I shall see her,” said Miss Goodlake reso- 
lutely, " and if she confirms your account nothing 
win bar my way to perfect happiness.” 

“ I trust,” protested Mr. Mellor with spirit, 
" this does not mean that you doubt my word.” 

" Andrew, dismiss that idea from your thoughts 
at once. Nobody viewing these evidences of 
general esteem could regard you as untruthful, 
but it is only fair to myself and fair to her that we 
should meet and talk the matter over.” 

Mr. Mellor declares that if it had not been for the 
£600 he would have taken an austere attitude, 
ordering her to love him all in all or not at all, or 
words to that effect. Urged and commanded to 
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give the address he furnished information, and 
wrote, so soon as Miss Goodlake had gone, to the 
lady of the tennis racl&t ; he marked the letter 
" private and confidential ” and stated the case 
with fulness and accuracy. Mr. Mellor begged 
for assistanc-^ at a crisis of’ his life, and referred 
to or^ or two cases in history where women had 
nobly sacrificed themselves for the sake of men, 
A disturbing reply came to the effect that if 
called upon by the Loadon lady the writer 
proposed to tell the truth and nothing but the 
truth. » 

It occurs to me now that there is an absence 
of mdtal teachihg in all this rarely, I trust, 

s 

missing in the stories I write. Miss Goodlake 
sent a wire from Godaiming Station sajrmg, 
" Everything highly satisfactory. Best love. — 
Amelia.” And Mr. Mellor was kept on tenter- 
hooks, as he neatly expresses it, imtil a com- 
munication came less restricted by the necessity 
of being paid for at the rate of a hal^enny a 
word. 

i 

“ " I saw the woman, and her first statement 
to the effect that her name was not Ethel put 
me m my guard. For the rest, she told what 
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was evidently a tissue of fabrications from start 
to finish. I have rarely met envy before, but 
this experience shows me®to what lengths it can 
carry those afflicted by it. Will you please 
see about the banns^ as early as convenient ? ” 
The Highgate Express said the wedding presents 
were both numerous and costly, and The El^ess 
was well within the truth. Mrs. Mellor, with a 
new hobby for collecting old brass, has more 
than once expressed a*desire to be taken to the 
Cattle Market off Caledonian Road. Her hus- 
band, declaring that no one can rightly accuse 
him of being superstitious, tfefusgs to do this on 
the ground that tho sales tako place only on a 
Friday. 



THE, KINGSLAND ROAD 
GHOST 

B een working ? '' 

" In a sense,”^ he answered carefully, 

•' yes.” 

" You’ve just come from a race meeting,” 
she challenged. 

“Them bright eyes of yours,” he said with a 
waggish nod of the head, " ca!n see through any- 
thing.” 

"They can see through you anyway. What 
do you mean by it ? What’s your idea ? I 
told you as distinctly as I could speak that if 
you wanted to be off on one of these silly old 
•trips you’d got to ask me first. Now, why 
didn’t you get my permission, Mr. NichoUs ? ” 
" I’ll ^ell you,” he replied. “ It was simply 
bdcausc I knowed quite well you wouldn't give 
it." 

“ Did you back anyttiing ? ” He gave an 
54 
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affirmative nod. " And,” Miss Cave sighed, 
“you haven’t got any better sense — a man like 
you, with a very tidy agency that briiigs in good 
money — ^no better sense than go squandering it 
on humbug like this.^ It isn’t as though you 
knew anything about it. I saw yoa once on a 
horse in Epping Forest years ago, before you 
were married to your first wife, and I never 
laughed so much in the whole course of my exist- 
ence.” 

"There seems to be some slight misunder- 
standing,” said Mr. Nicholls, helping himself to 
a scone. “ I’m not a iockey. . I’m not one of 
the seven-stun-six men that sit on the gee-gees. 
The part I, play is keeping my two eyes well open 
and now and again putting on a modest half- 
crown, or sometimes as much as three bob.” 

" And you generally lose.” 

“ I generally lose, as you say.” 

“ How much have you lost to-day ? ” 

“ To-day,” he said, making a mental calculation, 
" allowing for the expense of raUwaji fare and a 
httle refreshment in the shape of lunch that I 
sh’d have had even if I stayed at home, I found 
myself back at Waterloo Station eighteen and 
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sixpence to the good. On the way I stepped 
out of the motor omnibus in Clerkenwell and 
I bought this bracelet for you." 

" William,” she cried, accepting the gift, " I 
do believe I’m scarcely ever out of your thoughts." 

The shoj\ was not well* adapted for suitable 
expi;ession of thanks ; more than once, on pre- 
vious occasions, a child's comment from 
outside of the window had alarmed the two. 
Miss Cave fixed the bracelet around her wrist, 
drew back her sleeve a little, the better to judge 
the effect. They were both of an age that has 
left delicate sentiment far behind, and she had 
no cohipunction in asking how much had been 
paid for the article, and he, in furnishing par- 
ticulars, had no hesitation in doubling'the amount. 
A boy entered and examined in a disparaging 
way the stock of rock-cakes. 

"All the same, William,” said Miss Cave, 
speaking now in a manner of gentle reproach, 
“ I don't take back anything I’ve said. I was 
going to call you double-dealing, and double- 
dealing is the term I must apply to you." 

" Two faces are better than one." 

"It isn’t a matter to make a joke about. 
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Lady friends come to me and mention what they 
know about your goings on ” 

“ I’ll lay a dollar,” he interrupted With spirit, 
” that they don’t restrict themselves to what 
they know. I’ll be bound what they don’t know 
they make up.” • 

” And some of them are aware of what ‘^you 
promised your poor wife the last Sunday she 
was in the Metropolitan Hospital. She said, 
poor creature, she said*, ‘ William, promise me 
you’ll never bet again.’ And you gave your 
word. And she said, ‘ William, promise me 
you’ll never drink again/ ^nd^ou gave^your 
word.” • • 

" If the iiurse hadn’t come up and told me it 
was time to go. Sirs. Nicholls would have asked 
me to promise never to eat again. You’ve got 
to make some allowance for the peculiarities of 
the situation. I should have promised her 
anything in the circumstances, and I should have 
felt myself justified in so doing.” He slapped 
at the counter to give added force to*his argu- 
ment. ” I’d much rather we didn’t discuss 
the matter, you and me, Clara, otherwise we 
shall come to words, in which case we’re likely 
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to both say a lot more than what we mean. 
I was nagged at quite enough, I assure you, in 
my first Vrife’s time Snd I don’t want any more. 
Whatever appetite I had for that kind of sport is 
satisfied.” 

” Her uiunarried sister was in here yesterday.” 

^Her sister was born unmarried,” said Mr.. 
Nicholls violently, "and if she don’t look out 
she’ll be unmarried to the end. I’ve never seen 
her, and I jolly well dftn’t want, but ” 

" Keep cool,” ordered Miss Cave. " She was 
telling me something I didn’t properly realize 
before. Appajently, as you were coming out of 
the ward, your poor wife» called you back and 
she said, ‘ William, if you don’t keep your vow 
I shall haunt you till the last*day of your life.’ 
Is that a fact ? ” 

“ She was a great reader,” he explained uneasily, 
" and she used to stuff more into her noddle 
than her brain would properly hold. What 
struck me at the time was that she was just sayin g 
a bit she had learnt out of some magazine or 
h^dk, or what not.” 

" She did say it then ? ” 

" Words to that effect. But if it’s any gratifi- 
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cation to you or to that unmarried sister — I 
don’t know what else to call her or I’d give her a 
name — ^why, the poor soul, as a matter of fact, 
never has haunted me, and if she did I shouldn’t 
take no special notice." He moved to the 
doorway. 

" Where are you off, William ? ” 

‘ I’m going,” he replied deliberately, "along 
to my club, where I can meet gentlemen of my 
own sex and indulge in a little common-sense 
conversation. Good evening, Clara, and take 
care of yourself ! ’’ 

“ Seems ratty about sqpiethin&’’ she remarked 
to herself in a pu&led way when he had gone. 
" Wonder what x can have said to upset him." 

Trade proved brisk that evening, and the girl 
who, after school hours, assisted Miss Cave with 
household tasks, and was being trained with 
great severity, had the honour more than once 
of being called into the shop to help in serving 
customers. At eight o’clock Miss Harrison, 
sister of the first Mrs. NichoUs, arrived bearing 
a cardboard box, and the two kissed each other 
with the v'armth and effusiveness that comes with 
ladies in the early stages of friendship. 
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“ Rosie,” said Miss Cave from the back room, 
using the imperative tones notoriously indis- 
pensable' in addressing slaves, “ come here this 
minute and look after the counter whilst I'm 
being fitted. If there’s, anything inquired for 
that you don’t know the price of, ask me. But 
bek careful how you open this door because I* 
shall have to take my blouse off, and I wouldn’t 
allow any one to catch sight of my bare arms for 
worlds.” • 

“ Not even Mr. NichoUs, miss ? ” 

” Certainly not,* ’ she said decisively. " Mr. 
NichoUs would be jhocked. Now, my dear,” to 
the dressmaker, ” let’s make a start.” 

The bodice, it appeared, fitted Miss Cave 
admirably ; the skirt proved* a .trifle long, a 
fault that Miss Harrison declared easy to remedy. 
Miss Harrison spoke of the awkward figures she 
sometimes had to deal with, and Miss Cave, 
admitting plumpness, expressed a hope she would 
never become stout, mentioned that her habit of 
worrying over trifling matters would probably 
prevent her from going beyond eleven stone six. 
The dressmaker inquired whether any special 
topic was affecting her customer, and Miss Cave, 
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resuming her blouse and accepting help with 
hooks and eyes at the back which she herself 
could only reach by an efeort in gymnastics, 
spoke of the recent call from Mr. Nicholls, gave 
the conversation word ^for word, and declared 
generously that she would give £50,090 to any 
^ne who could persuade the gentleman to gi<e 
up the hobby of backing horses, 

“ If your poor sister could come to life again,” 
said Miss Cave, ” she’d give him a good sound 
talking to on the subject.” The dressmaker was 
replacing the tacked garments •in the cardboard 
box, and a flourish of tissue pa^r interfered 
with the remark ; Kisa Cave repeated it. ” If 
I could only get that anxiety off my mind,” she 
added tearfully, " I do believe I sh’d be as happy 
as the days are long.” 

“ Wish I could help,” said the dressmaker. 
” Would it be any use me talking to him ? ” 

“ Not the slightest,” declared Miss Cave, 
” If I with all my experience can't persuade 
him I’m jolly well certain that you, ^th no 
experience at all ” 

Rosie looked in to ask whether such an article 
was in stock as a pound of wedding cake; a 
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little boy was inquiring. As the girl closed 
the door Miss Cave turned suddenly to her 
visitor. • 

" You could help,” she cried. “ You could do 
me a very great service if you didn't mind taking 
trouble.” , 

I'm only too ready to oblige, but you must^ 
tell me what to do.” 

" Would you object to putting some powder 
on your face ? ” 

“ I often use a little,” admitted Miss Harrison 
" when I'm goin^ out anywhere special.” 

Miss Cave told Rosie to keep a sharp lookout 
for iMr. Nicholls on his'retqrq from the club and to 
call to him in a ladylike way, inviting his presence 
in the shop ; a double knock on the door of 
the back room would be taken as a signal that 
he had arrived. Any failure on the part of 
Rosie was to be met with instant dismissal from 
the service. In the room Miss Cave busied 
herself, and the docile Miss Harrison allowed her 
hat to be taken oft, submitted to a slight whiten- 
ing of the hair. When all seemed ready the 
lamp was turned down and Miss Harrison was 
coached in the few ‘words she had to say. 
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" I'm awfully nervous,” she mentioned. 

” Not half so bad as he'll be,” prophesied Miss 
Cave. “ He'll have had glass or iwo, and 
we'll give him such a fright.” 

The girl's voice was heard raised to the pitch 
necessary to arrest a passer-by. Miss f ave again 
turned down the oil lamp. 

" A hollow voice mind,’.' she whispered warn- 
ingly ; " as hollow as you can make it.” 

Mr. Nicholls, in improved temper, demanded 
cheerily whether assistance was required in 
putting up the shutters. He .mentioned it was 
the rarest piece of luck that he happened to visit 
the club, for a visi^or^th^e wholiad an uncle, 
a railway porter at Doncaster, had given him 
private and particular information concerning a 
horse that would prove invaluable on the morrow. 

" Just step into the back room,” begged Miss 
Cave earnestly. “ There's some one there asking 
for you, and I can’t make out for the life of me 
who or what she is.” She trembled. “ Looks 
to me more like a ghost than an3^hing else, 
only of course there are no such things nowadays.” 

Mr. Nicholls, with a frown of perplexity, went 
to the door. Miss Cave ordered Rosie to go to 
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the ham and beef shop and make purchases for 
supper; she repressed the girl's curiosity and 
hastened'departure taking her by the shoulder. 

" William 1 ” said the lady seated in the gloom 
at the table. 

" Hullo 1 ” cried Mr, Nicholls surprisedly. 
"'What on earth are you doing here ? ” 

"I’ve come back to earth in order to repeat 
a warning I gave you once. You promised 
me you'd never bet ; ^ou promised me you'd 
never ” 

" Before we enter upon any argument," he 
interrupted, "^let’s^have a good kiss.” 

Miss Harrison gave an .ejaculation of dismay 
in her natural voice, but this was partially 
smothered by the resolute hrf^ offered to her. 
Miss Cave, greatly distressed, ran in and en- 
deavoured to turn up the lamp; the screw 
declined at first to act upon the wick, and by 
the time it did consent to perform its dutj^ 
Miss Harrison was accepting the embraces and 
showing.a resignation of manner that Miss Cave 
described, so soon as Mr. Nicholls had gone, as 
perfectly scandalous. 

" Why ever didn't you scratch his face, you 
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hussy, you ? ” she demanded heatedly of her 
fellow-conspirator. 

" To tell you the truth,” said Miss Harrison, 
wiping off the powder where it had not already 
been removed, " to telj the tnith it was my first 
experience, and I — I rather liked it ” 

Miss Cave is still carrying on the business 
in Kingsland Road. A recent Act of Parliament 
permitting marriage with the sister of a departed 
wife enabled Mr. Nicholls to wed, and the couple 
now live at Earlsfield. Mr. Nicholls finds it 
handy for both Kempton and Hurst Park. 


B.H. 
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T he office was preparing to close, complying 
thus with the suggestions of aji Act to 
which Mrs. Ransome objected and the three 
assistants offered approval. The windows did not 
cover themselves with shutters, but gave up their 
week-ends for the benefit of youngsters who 
came to gaze at the miniature wagons loaded 
with real coal,- an«J, with less interest, at current 
prices of Derby Brights, Cobbles, Roasters. 

At one minute past one o'clock the young 
men told Mrs. Ransome they thought it was 
going to be, as an exception to a rule, a fine 
Saturday afternoon, adding that their address 
until six-thirty would be the Cricket Pavilion, 
Regent’s Park. Mrs. Ransome, placing leather- 
bound account books in her bag, said she hoped 
they wduld have a good game. At five minutes 
p&st one she herself left and turned the key in 
the padlock outsideithe door. 

" My dear I ” cried a voice, in a panting way, 
66 
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intended to suggest that its owner had been 
hurrying. 

“ That you, James ? ” 

" Don’t tell me,” begged Mr. Ransome dis- 
tressedly, " that my blessed watch is losing again. 
I shall have to get it seen to.” 

" Scarcely worth the trouble,” she said, with 
calm. 

" But it’s the present you gave me when we 
were married.” 

” I mean that if you had it regulated, it wouldn’t 
make any difference to the tune you keep.” 

” My love ! ” he protested, walking by her side. 
" Don’t let's begir me of those discussions of 
ours that lead nowhere, and only upset my health. 
As a matter of tact, I’ve been very busy all the 
morning going round for orders, and ” 

" Did you get any ? ” 

" Trade seems quiet,” he explained. ” Scarcely 
an3dhing doing. But, as I say. I’ve been on the 
go, and it was my firm intention to get back 
before twelve, so as to give you a hand with the 
books.” 

" Suppose you help with them now. This 
bag is heavy.” 
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Mr. Ransome called a boy and transferred 
the task to him ; at the Tube station he requested 
his wife to give to the young porter the sum of 
threepence. At the ticket-window she made 
purchases, and if she had not taken charge of 
the bag it, would, apparently, have found its 
A?ky to the Lost Property Office. In the lift and 
in the train Mr. Ransome gave a description of 
the route followed that morning in the interests 
of the business, the rebuffs experienced, the 
statements made by various folk concerning gas- 
stoves. He seemed hurt by the circumstance 
that his wife made no comment, and, arriving at 
GiUespie Road and comirg. out again into the 
sunlight, he remarked on this. 

" Don’t you believe me, dafiing ? ” 

" Not a single word,” she replied. 

As they reached the turning of their road he 
offered to take the bag, but she declined now to 
accept his services. At the gate he stopped and 
mentioned that, the day being fine, he did not 
propose, to go indoors ; the open air suited his 
co^titution better than the atmosphere of stuffy 
rooms. If his wife would be good enough to let 
him have a sovereign 
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“ No ! ” 

" Or, say, fifteen bob.” 

“ No ! ” 

” Well, then, half a quid.” 

" No ! ” 

Mr. Ransome, seriously disturbed, demanded 
to be informed the meaning of this unprecedentr i 
behaviour. Ever since their marriage, a period 
that represented nearly twelve months — " I 
shall get you to let me ^ave some money next 
week,” he remarked casually, ” so as I can buy 
you a memento of some kind for the anniversary ” 
— during all that space it had been the custom 
for Mrs. Ransome to furnish sums necessary to 
meet current expenses, as he called them, on 
request. Where, might he ask, was the sense 
in departing from a fixed arrangement ? Mrs. 
Ransome, giving the answer readily, declared she 
was tired of going on in the old way. Mr. Ran- 
some had represented himself to her in courting 
days as a land surveyor ; it appeared to her he 
was really nothing better than an inspector of 
pavements. 

" That’s unkind ! ” he asserted. 

Mrs. Ransome assured nim it was not her 
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intention to be pleasing. He seemed content to 
loaf about the streets cf St. Pancras doing nothing, 
and it was, in her opinion, right that he should 
receive the wages generally paid to those who 
performed no work. So^ far as this Saturday 
afternoon was concerned, she proposed to give 
bln not a single penny. 

" Be careful ! ” he warned. " Be very, very 
careful. It takes a lot to rouse me, but once my 
blood is up, and onc« I make up my mind 
to a certain course of action, nothing can stop 
me. ^ 

Mrs. Ransome declared that she was not afraid 
of him or of anything he Height do. If he cared 
to come in and assist with the books, a task that 
could be completed within a c«uple of hours, a 
sum would then be paid to him. A neighbour 
came to a window and opened it with the pretence 
of snipping leaves of geraniums in the long box, 
but evidently desirous of listening to the conver- 
sation. 

" Look here ! " he said, asserting himself 
bravely in face of an audience. “ There’s a lot 
of talk on your side, laying down the law, and 
ordering people aboht. Allow me to remind 
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you that you're not addressing one of your clerks ; 
you are speaking to a man." 

“ That's your description, not mine." • 

" And furthermore," with increasing - deter- 
mination, " I’m going to behave Uke one. I’ve 
got a certain amount of what is called grit in my 
nature, and for the first time since we’ve kn^wn 
each other I’m going to make it evident. I can 
afford to be quite independent of you." The 
neighbour’s wife came to bear her husband com- 
pany. “ I can go back to my old profession, and 
make a living.” 

" I should like to see you do it." 

“ You shall ! ” he tnn&anc8d, in a «hout. 
" That is to say, you won’t exactly see me do it, 
because I idtend never to let you catch sight of 
me again. But I’m oif now, and I don’t care who 
knows it. And if it’s any consolation to you, you 
can take it that you’ve brought all the trouble 
on > ourself. Try to realize that you’re looking 
on me for the last time.” 

" Good-bye 1 ’’ she said. 

He swaggered away at a fair pace.'- Near the 
end of the road he slackened, expecting to hear a 
call ; this did not comer, and before taking the 
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turn he looked back. His wife w^as out of sight, 
but the neighbour and the neighbour’s wife 
gazed interestedly. M*. Ransome found satis- 
faction in the knowledge that news of his resolute 
behaviour would be distributed. 

He counted his money carefully on the way 
to, Jlampstead, and discovered that the total 
sum was tw*^© shillings less than the amount he 
had expected ; he remembered now that, to fill 
in time, he had taken an early lunch. The exact 
sum at his disposal was three and ninepence, and 
it occurred to him that this would have to be 
carefully disbursed in order to take him over the 
small •period of timt. occupied in waiting for his 
wife’s repentance. At six o’clock, after watching 
games on the Heath, he obtained ihe* services of 
a man who was lounging outside a coffee-shop, 
gave him sixpence, and entrusted to him a letter, 
the envelope of which was marked " Wait answer.” 

The man returned to the coffee-shop within 
half an hour, and demanded another sixpence 
for bringing the reply, and, this sum being paid 
with great^ reluctance, announced that the lady 
had said there was no answer. Mr. Ransome, 
considerably pained, wrote a very definitely 
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worded letter announcing his intention of drown- 
ing himself in the pond on tl^e morrow, and care- 
fully mentioned the address where he was stajdng. 
To save further expense he himself took this to 
the house so soon as dusk,came. In the basement 
sitting-room he could see that his supper had been 
prepared in the usual way, and it required all th4 
available resolution to prevent himself from going 
down the steps and enjoying the meal. I think 
he would have done this, on’y that it occurred to 
him that it was a piece of great impertinence 
to assume he would return that evening. He 
dropped the alarming communication in the 
letter-box ; hurried (.'fl in the way of one who 
has lighted the fuse for an explosion. In walking 
back to the cofEefe-shop where he proposed to 
stay for the night, he thought, with a certain 
amount of satisfaction, of the astonishment that 
would be created, the remorse which would 
follow the reading of the note. 

“ Serves her jolly well right," he decided. 

The next morning after breakfast he^found 
himself with ninepence in his pocket. The rain 
was coming down, and the proprietress of the 
establishment inquired facetiously whether he 



74 the disappearing TRICK 


proposed going to early service. Mr. Ransome 
replied that he haij^ a much more interesting 
prospect. On the matronly lady expressing 
doubts, he gave her details, and she insisted on 
being allowed to accompany him, declaring she 
had not enjoyed a really hearty laugh for years 
'dnd years. 

“ They’ll be di-agging the water to find your 
body,” she cried, relishing the joke in anticipation, 
" and your wife will^be on the bank crying her 
eyes out, and all the time we shall be behind a 
tree, looking on ” 

They returned at noon, wet through, and when 
Mr. Ransome made a suggestion his companion 
declared, with some vehemence, that rather than 
allow him to have a meal in* the establishment 
on credit she would prefer to see her name in the 
Bankruptcy list. He protested it was not his 
fault that Mrs. Ransome had been unmoved by 
the threat contained in the letter. 

" It's my misfortune, anyway," said the dis- 
appointed lady. ” Haven't fully dressed myself 
*«o early on a Sunday since 1 was a kid, and it’s 
been all for nothing." As a concession, she later 
lent him the newspliper, and gave him two thick 
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slices of bread and butter for an evening meal. 

Mr. Ransome, on the Mc|!iday morning, found 
himself face to face with a crisis that rtever fails 
to strike terror into the hearts of indolent folk ; 
it seemed that he was \^thin measurable distance 
of being compelled to work for a livelihood. The 
thought had sometimes come to him in dreanil’ 
after a late supper, but he felt certain its present 
appearance could not be imputed to over-feeding. 
Always living by what he^ralled his wits, he felt 
an intense objection to relying upon any other 
means, and he walked down Chalk Farm in 
the hope of discovering a suggestion. A shop 
window containing maKks and wgs and tinsellecT 
costumes met his eye ; after a moment of hesitation 
he went in. To the sharp youth in charge he 
explained that he was arranging a fancy-dress ball 
at the Athenaeum in Camden Road. 

“ Where do you live, sir ? ” 

Mr. Ransome gave one of his business cards, 
and went on to point out that many of the people 
who had taken tickets would come to him and 
say ; “ Look here, this is aU very welt ; but 
where the deuce are we to borrow make-up and 
dresses, and so forth and sd on, from ? *’ What 
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he recommended was that the firm should furnish 
him with something l^’ce a sample of their wares — 
say, an effective beard — and then he could con- 
vince applicants that Somers & Co. was the 
firm to be patronized. , 

" Right you are,” said the alert youth, taking 
down some boxes. " Try some of these on.” 

He selected one that came nearer to nature 
than most, and in going, with the cardboard box 
under his arm, mentioT»ed that this was one of the 
finest strokes of business the firm had done for 
many a long day. 

Mr. Ransome would have paid his visit to the 
coal-office at once, but it necessary that the 

luncheon-hour should be selected, for then the 

\ 

clerks w'ould be out. He found a free library, 
and in the shelter of a sloping newspaper-stand 
fixed the beard. In Hampstead Road, at a second- 
hand shop, he effected, at a loss, an exchange of 
clothing ; by five minutes past one he had 
reached the office. As he entered his wife looked 
up with the smile appropriate for wholesale 
custom^s. 

“ Morning, madam,” he said, in a genial voice 
that he hoped diffefi^d from his usual method 
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of speaking. “ Can you tell me where I shall 
find Mr. Ransome ? ” •» 

“ Haven’t the least idea.” 

" Then perhaps you can teU me where I can 
find his wife ? ” • 

" You are talking to her,” she answered, " now.” 
He searched an inside pocket, and ejaculated 
“ Bother ! ” Mrs. Ransome waited for an ex- 
planation of this word of regret, and he told her 
the documents he wished t» exhibit had been left 
behind at Lincoln’s Inn. " Fact of the matter 
is,” he went on, “ your husbar d has come into 
a tidy amount of money, and, altlpugh he won’t^ 
be able to touch it»f?»r some time, m> people 
thought he would be glad to know at the earliest 
possible moment?’ 

“ How much ? ” she inquired. 

" So far as my memory serves me, it runs into 
four or five hundred. Of course certain formal- 
ities have to be gone through, but " 

" That will make him quite independent.” 
"Ye-es," he said doubtfuUy. “"^at I 
should advise him to do, if he asks me, would 
be to put it into this business. You could rent 
the place that’s to let next door ; you could take 
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on more hands, and eventually turn the whole 
business into a limil^d company." 

“ Souitds attractive,” she admitted. " It is 
just what I’ve often talked of doing, only I've 
never had enough capital." 

" If you will kindly put yourself into com- 
munication with him and arrange a meeting 
between us, everything can be fixed up without 
delay. There’s no need for me to waste your 
time, madam.” 

" But it is a question of wasting your time,” 
she remarked. ‘‘ You would much rather see 
him now, I suppose ? ’’ 

" By the by, you might give me some idea of 
what he’s like. I’m naturally interested in what 
I may term favourites of forttine." 

" He’s not much to look at,” said Mrs. Ran- 
some, ” although, for some reason, I used to 
think he was. For one thing, he doesn’t take 
enough trouble over his personal appearance. 
And just of late he seems to be trying to gain 
a prize for sheer laziness.” 

T^t doesn’t sound to me like what a married 
lady ought to say about her partner.” 

" Very few marriSd ladies have to say it. I 



THE DISAPPEARING TRICK 


79 


only mention it because wu asked me, and 
because it happens to be tme.” 

" Are you sure,” he inquired, gloomily, " you're 
not somewhat too hard on him ? ” 

“I should find that.difiictdt. If he’d only 
go away, and stay away, I should be a ^reat deal 
happier. But you wanted to see him, didn’t* 
you ? ” 

" If -it can be managed.” 

Mrs. Ransome stepped as'^Je to a retired comer 
where a wash-hand bowl stood. She returned 
with a small mirror. 

” If you take off that beaA, James,” she 
remarked, “and glaype* at *this,^our desire 
be satisfied I ” 

He strode to tBb doorway and returned with 
a distracted air. He looked steadily at her for 
a few minutes ; she returned his gaze. 

“ How did you guess ? ” he demanded. 

” They telephoned through from the shop in 
Chalk Farm to find out if it was all right.” 

“ My dear ! ” he cried. ” What is to be done 
with a woman like you ? I’ve tried all v?5ys to 
make an impression on your mind, and nothing 
seems to answer. And if you only knew it ” — 
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here he broke dowrj — “ I’m just about as hungry 
as a hunter.” 

“ My lunch is on the table in there,” she said, 
pointing. “ You can have half of it. When 
that’s done, you’ve got ,to gain your living if you 
want to keep alive.” She turned aside, and her 
voice softened. " W’e used to be fond of each 
other, James, once.” 

“ We will again,” declared Mr. Ransome, 
definitely. ” In tb# future I’m going to be a 
different man.” 

" That’s something. But I'd rather you 

promised to be a better one.” 

• % 

“It’s what 1 meant •t© say,” he explained. 
” Give us a smile, like a dear old girl.” 

" Earn it first ! ” she directed. 
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J ANE arrived from Sussex with a brown-paper 
parcel tied by about thirty pieces of string/ 
and in less than a year she had in her room at the 
top of the house a brown trunk as good as any- 
thing I possessed. She was^aving too in regard 
to domestic details ; a leg of mutton always 
finished as an Irish stew, a mince was the last 
word of a shoulder of veal. A better cook i w ver 
wished to meet, an If do believe niy husband, 
Mr. Hertford, meant it when he said that sue 
could earn good money in a City restaurant ; I 
warned him not to talk too loudly. What I 
liked about Jane was that she never gave back 
answers. I used to pitch into her now and again 
to stop her from asking for more money and to 
prevent her from having too high an opinion of 
herself, and no matter what I said to her she only 
nodded. At other times I gave the girl a\tvice. 
Counselled her not to talk to tradesmen, recom- 
mended her to be very careful about chance 
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acquaintances, urged her to come straight to me 
if any one seemed mclined to pay attentions. 

“ Yes,* ’m,” promised Jane. 

“ And if you ever get a note by the post that 
you can’t understand the meaning of, bring it 
and let me have a glance.” 

" Very well, ’m.” 

When Mr. Hertford was placed in charge of the 
West End branch we moved into a larger house, 
and Jane was tranjferred with the rest of the 
furniture ; I can see her now sitting on the low 
tailboard of the last van, the canary cage in her 
arms. I told young Hellish, whose father con- 
tracted for thVremoval, k) Jake good care of her. 
At Highbury New Park I feared there would be 
trouble because we had to tatke a second girl ; 
plenty of servants can work well enough alone, 
but once somebody else comes into the kitchen 
they fly aU to pieces. Jane survived that test. 
She was amiable with the nurse who stayed for 
the month, and later with the girl who was 
engaged to look after baby ; the others came 
and^ent, but Jane stood like the Roman soldier 
in the picture that used to be in the drawing-room 
until Mr. Hertford began to buy at the Royal 
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Academy. Baby would fc"j good with Jane 
when no one else could maiiage her. Mr. Hert- 
ford at about this time joined a club in St. James's 
Street, but after trying the food there once or 
twice he decided to go on dining at home in the 
evening. We were invited out a good deal — I 
didn’t care for it, but Mr. Hertford said you had* 
to keep in with useful people — ^and when the 
time came that he had to ask people in return, 
all I did was to go down int(\JLhe kitchen and say, 
“ Jane, we shall have ten to dinner this evening.” 

" Right you are, ’m.” 

" What shall we give them in the way of eat- 
ing?” 

" Better leave it to me, 'm, if you don’t mind.” 

My Aunt Laura popped off on an October the 
twentieth. I shall never forget the date so long 
as I live because it was that day young Mellish 
called and the housemaid said he wanted to see 
me on particular business. I sent back a message 
that the bill for moving had been settled a couple 
of years previously. The maid brought word 
that he had not called about an account,‘* 5 nd I 
asked her to tell him that his father had better 
come round. His answer was to the effect that 
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his late father cojld not leave Abney Park 
Cemetery. ^ 

" Sorry to trouble you, ma’am,” he said, enter- 
ing the room, *' but I want to marry your Jane.” 

” Are you mad ? ” I asked, staring at him coldly. 

“ Yes, he replied ; " mad with love. Right 
up to the neck in fact. Never had it so strong 
before, and being now in charge of the business 
I'd like to settle down and get it aU over as soon 
as possible.” ^ 

" If you're wise,” I said severely, " you will 
remain single for a good many years longer and 
take time to iook around you. There’s more 
harm resulf"^ from eSrly marriages than a 
presentable young man like your^self can imagine. 
Besides, if I were you I shoulu aim at some one 
higher up in the social scale.” 

” If you were me,” he said, speaking, I must 
admit, quite respectfully, ” you’d probably follow 
the dictates of your own heart, and I’ve come to 
you, ma’am, after throwing out a hint or two to 
Jane herself because I don’t want a customer to 
haare^ grudge against me, and it seems only fair 
you should have time to look about and get some 
one to take her place.” 



THE AWKWARD SITUATION 85 

t 

" My dear sir,” I cried ” that's perfectly 
impossible. You don't realize what a valuable 
girl Jane is.” 

" It's just because I've got a pretty fair idea 
of what she's worth thsrt I'm going to make a 
definite proposal to her.” ^ 

" But there are so many good-looking ones 
about.” 

" I don't want good looking,” he said ; " I 
want good cooking. My digfstion isn't what 
ought to be, and people chaff me ’because I'm 
growing thin.” 

" Look here, my lad,” I reiiitirked warmly, 
” you're not going to rob me of Jane, so don't you 
think it. If yop've got anj^thing wrong with 
your inside, go to 5 chemist's and get it put right. 
Apart from that, Jane knows when she's well off. 
I saw her Post Office book only yesterday, and 
I know just how much she's put by.” 

” By suggesting,” he said, taking up his hat, 
" that I want her for the sake of money I consider 
you've insulted me, and I am now about to leave 
your house, ma'am, never to 'enter it again.''*^ 

” If you do,” I retorted, “ I shall whistle for 
the police.'' 
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I am not one of *pur fainting women, but if I 
had been I know very well what would have 
happened. I went through the whole of the 
conversation after he had gone, and here and 
there I could see where^I had made slips, but on 
the whol^ I felt glad I had given way to my 
temper. I sent for Jane when I had become 
cool and collected, and told her young Mellish 
called to find out how much she had saved. I 
.mentioned that he-«eemed greatly annoyed when 
I declined to ^ve information. 

" You have to be very careful in your dealings 
with men, JaJie. , If you’re handsome, why, of 
course, they may love you for yourself alone, 
but if you're not you maybesu^e it’s your money 
they’re after.” ‘ 

" I expect you’d know, ’m.” 

“ Your best plan will be to tell him that you’ve 
had to pay away all your savings to get a relative 
out of trouble.” 

" If you please, 'm, I haven’t got any relatives.” 
" Surely,” I urged, " surely you’ve intelligence 
eaough to invent an uncle or to imagine an 
aunt ? ” 

" I’ll try, ’m.” 
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" And promise me one t|Ung, Jane. Promise 
me you'll never leave me unless I ask you to do 
so. Promise me that for the sake of old times ! ” 
She paused for a moment. 

" Very well, ’m.” ^ 

I knew she would keep her word. 

There had been many advantages during the' 
past in the fact that Jane was a country girl ; at 
this moment circumstances made it necessary 
that I should take charge of the management. 
It was a subject I could not (uscuss with Mr. 
Hertford, for some time previously when I spoke 
to him about getting rid of the mw nurse he made 
a suggestion that hp srior’d never trouble me 
about business worries, and that I, in return, 
should not worry him concerning domestic 
troubles. I wrote a line to young Hellish and 
said that I regretted one or two hasty remarks 
I had made ; would he please meet me outside 
the Marlborough Theatre at five o’clock the next 
evening. There, walking along the semi-circle 
away from the road, I took up a different manner. 
I said I was not one to stand in any girl's way, 
and that if I thought he and Jane were likely 
to make a happy pair I would not interpose for 
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a single moment. !^ut I had been acquainted 
with Jane, I said, for a considerable period, and 
it was mjt duty to tell him all I knew about her. 
I think I managed to convey to young Mellish 
the impression that I had. taken Jane out of pure 
charity, and that nothing but benevolence 
''Induced me to continue to be burdened with her ; 
inability to teU the truth was mentioned as 
one of the smallest of her defects. 

There,” he sai^respectfuUy, " I think you 
are to some extent correct. She gave me infor- 
mation regarding her savings and what she had 
done with them, and I find upon investigation 
there’s n? iou^datimTlorTier statement. When 
I see her next I shall make it piy business to 
ascertain who put her up to the idea.” 

” You really mean to say after all I've told 
you that you are going to see her again ? Con- 
sider what you know about her now.” 

” Every girl has got some drawback.” 

At home I discovered a letter from the lawyers 
saying that my poor Aunt Laura had left £20 
to and with a sudden inspiration I went to 
the tdephone and rang up young MeUish, taldng 
care to first close the ^tudy door. At the start 
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he wanted to refrain from discussing the matter 
further, but I talked reasonably and he con- 
sented not to ring off. I said that I Cbuld see 
it was all a question of money, and I asked him 
what was the lowest sum he was prepared to 
take ; he protested against this view, but I did 
presently induce him to mention an amount. 
I told hini this figure was altogether out of the 
question and suggested .^.another ; eventually 
we met about half-way, : .a 1 repeated to him^ 
very distinctly the terms' of the agreement. He 
remarked tliat he would let me have it in writing, 
and I said good-bye very pleasantly. It was 
then I found that it j^/as not sufficient to close 
a door to ensure privacy ; the lock should also 
be turned. '' 

" Please, *m,” said Jane from the doorway, 
" your dressmaker is waiting downstairs.” 

My mind was so full of other matters that the 
dressmaker complained I was not showing my 
usual interest in the preliminaries. The letter 
came from young Hellish promising formally not 
to see Jane without my permission, and asking 
for the £25 cheque. This relieved my anidety. 

Mr. Hertford dined at the dub on three sue- 
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cessive nights, off^ing a different excuse for 
each occasion. Partly because I felt in a good 
temper 'over Jane, and partly because I was 
being careful about my food in consequence of a 
remark made by my » dressmaker, I took no 
notice of this, but when on the fourth morning 
as he was* going off Mr. Hertford again said that 
he would not be home to dinner, and hesitated 
when I inquired the reason, I spoke rather 
sarcastically, suggesting that any one who was 
'Soubl^cecrijlS'^etter have one meal at the 
club and another at home, 

" If you mq^t know, my dear,” said my hus- 
band desperately, ” tlie coqking here has suddenly 
gone all wrong.” ^ 

I talked to Jane. I remonstrated with Jane. 
I almost went down on my knees to Jane, One 
might as well have appealed to a brick wall. 
She was acting for the best, she declared, speaking 
in her stolid way*, and no girl could do more. 
Perhaps she had lost the knack of it ; if she failed 
to give satisfaction there was an alternative, 
an^he was ready to take a month’s notice or a 
month's pay. I induced Mr. Hertford to give 
the meals one more* trial, and I am bound to 
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confess there were good grounds for the language 
he used. 

I met Mr. and Mrs. Mellish the other afternoon 
on the North London ; Jane looked quite 
happy, and her husband had also changed 
wonderfully in appearance. He heldto the rack 
for a time, and when two passengers alighted 
at Dalston Juncton, he took their places. 
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" I 'ViDN’T quite catch that last remark," said 
A-/ the lad, turning an ear in the direction. 
" Might just give it to me again, sir." 

" I said,” he complied, speaking from the 
hearthrugj Mth great distinctness, " I told you 
that if I have achieved any sort of success in the 
world — ^have you got that ? — attribute it to the 
fact that I co^ie fj'om the middle classes." 

" Not the upper ? ” » 

"The middle classes,” he repeated loudly. 
" You can add, if you like, thSt in my opinion 
England has to look for its leaders and its notable 
men to the division of society known under that 
title. The day of the aristocracy has gone, the 
day of the labourer is not yet here. Now,” in 
more genial tones, “ let me hear what you’ve put 
down.” 

T^e young representative of London journalism 
went across to the window and read the notes, 
sometime unable to* make them accord with 
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sense, and compelled to appeal for elucidation ; 
sometimes arrested by the subject of the interview 
for an amendment to be made. Bom in Arlington 
Road, Regent’s Park ; not Camden Town. Father, 
a shopkeeper ; not a shsp assistant. Educated 
at City of London School ; not City of London 
College. Date of birth to be omitted ; say, 
instead, how on the right side of forty. 

“ Both parents dead ? ” 

“ I regret to say, yes.” 

" Sorry,” said the newspaper lad. " Anything 
else you'd like me to mention, sir ? ” 

“ You can say ” — ^walking ^ ^d down the 
room, and using a certain amount m gesture with 
the right arm — "^that it is impossible to converse 

with me for morelihan five minutes ” 

The other raised his pencil in courteous protest. 
" Without feeling assured that here is a man 
to whom, as some poet has remarked, ‘ The rank 
is but the guinea stamp.' ” 

" Bums, I believe K’ 

" You needn’t drag in other people’s names.” 
"Very much obliged to you,” said the Bid, 
taking his hat, " for so kindly receiving me and 
giving up your valuable time.” 
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" Not at all, not at all. Have a cigarette ? ” 

“ There’s one more favour I should like to ask, 
if it isnl taking too great a liberty. Gentleman 
friend of mine collects autographs, and if 
you ’’ *• 

" An 3 d:hing in reason,” he interrupted, with 
decision, ” but I’ve had to stop that. Quite 
impossible 1 Entirely out of the question. Are 
these your gloves ? ” 

He touched the bell, and, having seen the youth 
to the door, transferred him there to the charge 
of a servant. Returning, he stretched his arms, 
looked at himself with a bachelor’s interest in the 
mirror, and *took up the*half-dozen post letters 
that had arrived during the* interview. Five 
of these found their contents thrown casually 
upon the table, although two brought cheques ; 
the last caused him to whistle excitedly. 

" Am I,” reading the letter again, " am I by 
chance related to the great Devonshire family 
of the same name, whose members fought so 
gallantly, and to whom Drake once referred in 
gl^dng terms ? An answer at my convenience 
will oblige, Helen Drayton.” He tried to light a 
cigarette, but the m£Ctch would not behave sanely. 
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" Did you call, sir ? ” asked the maid, at the 
doorway. 

" Send some one to Mudie's at once, hnd tell 
him to bring back three volumes, any three 
volumes, concerning the ^Vrmada. Tell him to 
take these three to exchange. Tell him to talce 
a cab. Tell him to come straight back. The 
Spanish Armada.” 

He went to the bookcase and found Green's 
History, blew dust from the edges, and turned to 
Queen Elizabeth. The subject was not one with 
which he could claim a full and complete acquaint- 
ance, and he read with eagerness, turning over 
pages in search ; year^ of practicehad enabled 
him in opening ^ newspaper to detect his own 
name immediately? He presently replaced Green 
in its place with a force that indicated disap- 
pointment, and went along the shelves in search 
of a fuller and a more complete historian. Twice 
he went out to inquire whether Fleming had 
returned, and when Fleming did arrive asked him, 
with sarcasm, whether he had to wait whilst the 
books were being printed. 

” I was took off me job in the garden,” began 
Fleming. 
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“ Don’t talk so much,” commanded his master, 
undoing the strap. " Do you happen to know 
Devonshire at all ? ” 

" Ealing Broadway is as far as I’ve been in that 
direction.” '■ 

" Ever heard of any one, besides myself, bearing 
my name ? ” 

" I ain’t,” replied Fleming. Adding as he went 
out ; " Thank goodness ! ” He went down into 
the kitchen to tell the folk there about golden 
days when he was in service at St Albans, in the 
household of one who was a gentleman bom and 
gentleman l^d.^ 

The Armada appearetl to be treated at great 
length by those who had studied the period, but 
all had been guilty of an unpadlonable omission — •* 
one that, in the reader’s opinion, rendered their 
work little short of valueless. The secretary 
arrived, and he was tempted to throw the books 
at him ; he refrained, demanding, however, a full 
explanation of tardiness and inquiring what the 
secretary imagined £150 a year was paid for. The 
secretary gave a non-committal shrug, and took 
a chair at the table to begin work. 

“Don’t sit dowh,” ordered his employer. 
“ Can’t you see I’m worried ? " 
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The secretary answered he had detected this, 
but that he did not feel that the taking of a seat 
would decrease it. 

" Find the ABC. Trace out the next train to 
Plymouth.” 

A very good train to Plymouth left Paddington 
at eleven-thirty ; restaurant-car attached. 

” I never knew a man,” he declared testily, 
” who attached so much importance to food. Am 
I over-estimating your intelligence, Spensley, 
when I assume that you know my name ? ” ' 

The secretary replied that it might be taken his 
range of knowledge included tha, d“|ail. ^ 

" Then catch that train to Plymouth. Dis- 
cover, without a «noment’s delay, the leading 
authorities there oin county families. Ascertain, 
Spensley, all about one bearing my name, and 
wire me; wire me the particulars before five 
o'clock.” 

The secretary said of this that it would be quick 
work. 

" Exactly what I want it to be. Here's a 
five-pound note. Be off, and do the best you can. 
Your situation depends upon it.” He followed 
the young man out of the room. " I don't mean 
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that, of course ; all I want you to do, my dear 
chap, is to help me at a time of very considerable 
importance. Wire me before five o'clock, mind. 
That gives you a full hour to make inquiries.” 

The ladies of the kitchen did not want to think 
that master had taken leave of his senses, but 
even cook, the oldest retainer, had to admit that 
the housekeeper, when she returned from her holi- 
day, ought to be told. Master was on the lawn, 
making desperate blows at nothing with a croquet 
mallet. Master proceeded from this to the 
swing, where he went up into the air in a manner 
that reminded^ the housemaid of Blackheath 
on fne very first Moqday in August. Master 
found the lawn-mower and dijigged it along the 
gravel path. Master took a* piece of wood and 
threw it several times into the branches of a tree, 
and when his efforts succeeded, drilled a hole 
through the fallen chestnut carefully, threading 
this with a piece of string knotted at the end. 
Master picked up, with a great air of industry, 
fallen leaves, made a mound of them, and, calling 
FIjfming, ordered that a match should be set. 

" And him,” cook said, " him generally so fixed 
and precise in his*habits ! ” 
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" He ought to get married.” 

” Don’t know who’d 'ave him,” remarked cook 
thoughtfully. • 

" I don’t know who wouldn’t 1 ” retorted the 
housemaid warmly. ” He’s only got to hold up 
his hand, and they’d come flying from all four 
quarters.” 

" I meant that I didn’t know who’d have him 
who was what you may call worthy of him.” 

Their master, discouraged by Fleming’s flat 
refusal to allow the joy and excitement of a 
bonfire, retired to his study and set the writing- 
desk in order. The inkstand here, the open 
blotting-pad there, a new, nib ; nothih^^iuameH"' 
but to start his d|iy’s work. This, scarcely to 
his astonishment, he found extremely difficult. 
Through his head danced gay possibilities. He 
could see himself seated at friendly dinner-tables ; 
he, who had hitherto bragged of lowly origin, could 
hear himself luring the conversation on from 
Shakespeare and the musical glasses to Queen 
Elizabeth, from Elizabeth to the Armada — and 
then the bombshell. * 

” By the bye ” — ^the business would consist of 
cracking a walnut carelessl}r — " I don’t know 
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whether I happened to mention it, but an ancestor 
of mine was the man who really defeated the 
Spanish. Others received the principal share of 
the credit, but he was the leading spirit. It 
appears from the records that ” 

Likeljj enough he might end by becoming a bore, 
but that would only be repayment for much he 
had endured ; and he knew well enough that the 
real bore was the happiest man in the world, 
always under the impression that he was a 
deucedly interesting fellow, and ever able to 
command an audience of some kind. Besides, a 
bore on ancestfv had to be looked upon as a good- 
class bore ; those of less fortunate birth felt that 
in associating with him they were playing the part 
of respectability, whereas a Aan who announced 
that his grandfather had been carried off his legs 
by an enthusiasm for mutton always created the 
shiver that reference to an execution makes. 

There ought to be some portraits about in 
comers ; he would have to give a commission to 
a dealer who knew the likely places and could scent 
them. Better than references to the shop would 
it be to say to interviewers : 

“That portrait you’re looking at was my 



FAMILY TRLES 


lOI 


great-great-grandfather. You may be interested 
to know that in the year 1588 ” 

An easy matter would be to collect engravings 
of the period. Howard of Effingham, Hawkins, 
Frobisher could hang up6n the walls. Being 
alone, and unable to work, he took his walking- 

o 

stick and made desperate lunges at imaginary 
opponents, seeking out vulnerable parts of the 
body and performing deeds of extraordinary 
courage, 

" Blood will tell ! ” he remarked, returning the 
walking-stick to its place. 

Lunch he could only regard w’.^ a casual air, 
and the maid anticipated the hour loF’tea by 
bringing it up at half-past three. No, she said ; 
no telegram arrived*. A lady had called, but con- 
fessed she had not an appointment and had been 
sent away, with the information that the master 
was not at home. He declared this unauthorized 
and irregular, and when the maid pleaded she had 
but complied with standing orders, he argued that 
a certain discretion should be used ; there was 
no rule in this world which special circumstances 
did not break. If the lady called again, her card 
must be taken and brought dp ; it was for him 
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to decide whether he would see her or not. For 
aU he knew, for all anybody knew, she might be 
the bearer of important information. The girl 
said, in excuse, that she had asked for the name, 

V 

and the name given was Miss Drayton, 

" The very person ! ” he cried exasperatedly, 
throwing a piece of toast on the carpet. " Upon 
my word, I seem to be surrounded by the stupid- 
est I would have given fifty pounds to have 

seen her. I’d lay fifty sovereigns on that table 
at the present moment if I could see her.” 

” I took her address as well, sir, and I could 
easily se nd a v'^re." 

“ No,” he said, after 'consideration — “ no. It 
isn’t worth while to waste sixpence. I’ll wait 
until a telegram comes from Plymouth.” 

The first telegram from Plymouth came in good 
time. An industrious youth, the secretary ; very 
little pasture was ^owed to grow under his shoes. 

" Am on the track,” said the first telegram. 

Nothing could be more satisfactory. The tele- 
gram, placed upon the mantelpiece, beamed 
er*couragingly whenever he glanced at it. He 
hummed a cheerful air. 

*' Have found the right man,” said Spensley’s 

4' 

second communication. 
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Better than ever. He could see Spensley 
interrogating some erudite person, bringing out 
the facts and rushing off to obtain in ‘another 
quarter confirmatory evidence. These young 
men who had been called to the Bar, though they 
had never practised, yet possessed a certain trick 
of cross-examination which served usefully at 
times. If he ever married, and if he ever had a 
son, that son should be brought up to know 
something about the law. 

" Investigation stiU proceeding.” 

This appeared, for some reason, less hopeful. 
No need to telegraph this unless some hitch had 
occurred; it might be .taken as an'^dCicmpt to*' 
pave the way for, disappointment. He read the 
telegram several times, and at length persuaded 
himself it meant nothing. The case remained in 
its former state. The next wire would be more 
decisive. 

“ Unable to find any trace whatever. Shall I 
stay till to-morrow ? ” 

He should have gone himself. Perfectly futile 
to send an acknowledged failure like Spensley 
to undertake delicate inquiries. He might have 
known the young idiot woiffd fail. Worse than 
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useless in ordinary affairs, Spensley would in a 
case of this kind be a mere babe in arms. Where 
was the^ime-table ? 

" That lady has called again, sir,” 

” Can’t see her ! "» he replied impatiently. 
" I am going off to Devonshire.” 

" I’ll teJ the young lady.” 

“ Young ? ” he said. ” Oh, show her in ! 
I’ll give her three minutes. She may be able 
to throw some light on the subject.” 

Undeniably a very charming young person, 
and shy, too. He liked reserve in a woman. 
She stammered at first, and when he begged 
' lier to taltedlfer fime managed to convey that she 
had only called to see if there was an answer to 
her letter. She wanted the answer ; wanted it 
very much. 

“ Don’t be agitated,” he said gently. '* Pray 
sit down and calm yourself. Now, I see how It is. 
You have heard of me.” 

” Yes,” she faltered. 

” And you know somebody who bears the 
salhe name — some one perhaps of whom you are 
fond ? ” 

” No, no 1 ” she said decidedly. 
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" At any rate, you have reason to believe that 
I am connected with a great, historic family ? ” 

*' I am so sorry ! ” cried the girl. ‘‘I know 
it was wrong of me ; but I only — I only wanted 
your autograph.” 

4|> 1)1 III * * 

• 

“ That’s a good face,” remarked the secretary 
some weeks later. 

His failure at Plymouth had been pardoned ; 
it was cook who said of the household that it 
seemed to be going now like clockwork. 

" She is a good girl,” replied Spensley’s master, 
with enthusiasm. " Don’t thiniif yeu have seen- 
her yet. She called here that afternoon you were 
away. Spensley^I’ve something to tell you.” 
He whispered. 

"Congratulations, sir,” said the secretary, 
offering his hand. 

" If a man hasn’t any ancestors,” announced 
the other authoritatively, "the best plan he 
can adopt is to become an ancestor himself. Let 
the news of my engagement creep into the public 
journals, Spensley.” 
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M r. POYNTER, concluding his Saturday 
purchase of chocolates, mentioned as 
usual that if the small parcel did not gratify his 
young lady then she must be considered as one 
hard to please. To Miss Welby's question he 
answered that he had experienced a fairly busy 
week — two days had been spent by him at Clerk- 
^enwell Sessions ^ouse. 

“ You detective gentlemen are never ones to 
talk about your own affairs,’* remarked Miss 
Welby. “ Me, I’m diff’rent. f get so into the 
habit of chatting with customers that I don't 
seem to keep no secrets from nobody. Half the 
people who come into this shop ask me whether 
I’ve heard lately from Australia.” 

" Hard luck on you that he should stay over 
there for so long,” said Mr. Poynter. ” I don't 
know whether it’s quite fair of him to expect 
you to keep single for his sake. You’re not half 

a bad-looking woman in yoiir way and *' 
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“ I never encourage attentions,” she said pre- 
cisely. ” When I opened this shop with the 
money father left me, I made up my mind I 
wouldn’t let anything interfere with business. 
Apart from which, of course, there's the question 
of giving one’s word. If Mr. Twinan should 
come back and find I was married to some one 
else he’d simply go down to Waterloo Bridge, 
and it would all come out in the papers. Mr. 
Poynter,” she went on pathetically, " I could 
never endure anything Uke a public scandal.” 

" I quite see your point of view. Only if you 
don’t mind me giving you a worjJ of advice, miss 
— ^it’s a liberty I know- — ” 

" No one ha^ a better right, Mr. Poynter, 
except, of course, Mr. Twinan, and he’s too far off 
to give it. I assure you I quite look forward to 
your visits on Saturday evenings.” 

Mr. Poynter had some trouble in regaining the 
thread of his argument. He turned away to 
avoid being disturbed by Miss Welby’s eyes and 
faced the tobacco counter. 

" My word of advice would be not to talk too 
much about yourself. It's a mistake to confide 
in everybody. In my profession we get to know 
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the value of secrecy. I hope you’ll forgive me, 
but — well, it seems to be the only defect in an 
otherwise' ” Detective Po 3 mter left the sen- 

tence unfinished, and, remarking that his sweet- 
heart did not like to be kept waiting, left. 

She heard some one on the pavement say, 
“ That’s it. That’s the shop she runs.” A 
moment later a man entered and inquired respect- 
fully if he could see a lady of the name of Welby. 
Miss Welby said he was now enjoying that 
privilege. Could he speak a few words to her 
alone ? Miss Welby said he need not feel per- 
turbed by the cardboard figure of a girl smoking 
a Virginian cfgarette. H?d the lady ever heard 
of a place called Perth ; not the. one in Scotland, 
but situated on the other side of the globe ? Miss 
Welby rose from her stool and leaned across the 
counter. 

" I can’t beat about the bush,” he said. " I’ve 
had to do it in a sense in my time, but now it’s 
altogether foreign to my nature. Look here, 
miss ; I met your friend, Mr. Twinan, out there.” 

‘*Is he quite well ? ” she asked eagerly. " Is 
he getting on all right ? Did he send any message 
for me ? ” 
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" He came into the hotel where I was staying," 
said the other, speaking carefully, " We fell into 
conversation, and I mentioned I came Irom this 
part of London and that I was returning shortly. 
He said, ‘ When you get back go to Miss Welbyi 
who keeps a tobacconist’s and a confectioner’s 
shop in Lamb’s Conduit Street, and give her my 
fondest love.' ’’ 

" Did he really say that ? ’’ 

" You surely don’t imagine,” said the man with 
an injured air, " that I’m not giving it to you word 
for word ? Do I look like any one who could 
make all that up out of his own head ? ’’ 

A customer entered, ^nd she TSa3 to go to the 
opposite side of .the establishment. 

" There’s rno<her little matter,” said the man, 
when the customer had filled his pouch and left. 
'* It’s only a trifle, but I think it’s fair to mention 
it. On his suggestion — it was your friend, Mr. 
Twinan, that proposed it — ^we*had a game of cards 
and I won a matter of five pounds from him.” 

“ He promised me faithfully he’d never play 
nap.” 

" That explains why he was so upset when he 
had to ask me to come here and request you to 
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pay the amount. ‘ Tell her,' he says, ‘ that it’s 
a debt of honour, and I trust to her to clear my 
reputation.' ” 

" Have you got anything in writing ? " 

" He gave me an I O U, but it's in my trunk, 
and that’s being kept back by my late landlady.” 

” Produce the document and I’ll give the matter 
my consideration. At present all I have to say to 
you is that you can hop off out of this shop soon 
as ever you like, and I don't care if I never see 
your ugly face again.” 

“ I’m wearing the features,” he said, " that I 
was invested with by Nature, and you’re likely to 
see them on •a "good many future occasions. I 
shall make it my duty to call in here whenever the 
place looks crowded, and in .the presence of 
everybody I shall make it clear that you’ve refused 
to comply with a request made by the gentleman 
you profess to be fond of, and the one you allege 
yourself to be engaged to.” He lifted a hand 
impressively. " If it makes talk round the 
neighbourhood, don't blame me. Good-moming.” 

Miss Welby was about early the following morn- 
ing beohise she had been unable to gain a fair 
night's rest, Bu$inea3 was always quiet in the 
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first hours of Sunday, and she devoted much of 
the time to straightening contents of shelves on 
either side of the shop. Customers looked in, 
greatly pressed, for an ounce of Log Cabin or a 
packet of Waverley ; a few .girls called for choco- 
late, but no one had any leisure for conversation. 
Miss Welby, on the top rung of a ladder, observed 
that a new arrival made no appeal for quick 
serving, and consoled herself with the hope that 
here was some one with whom she could chat for 
ten minutes. Finishing her task, she descended. 
“ You here again ? ” she said coldly. 

“ Didn’t 1 tell you I sh’d call round again pretty 
of’en ? Have I lost any time in dbing so ? " 

" Very funny thing,” she remarked, “ that you 
should have meijtioned Mr. Twinan when you 
called yesterday evening. A few minutes after 
you had gone I had a letter from him.” 

“ Did he mention an 3 dhing about that little 
amount he owed me ? ” 

" Oddly enough there was nothing about it.” 
"That seems strange,” he remarked, looking 
at her keenly. •» 

" But it had some good news,” said Miss Welby, 
meeting his gaze with composure, “ He’s coming 
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home. He's arriving by the steamer following 
the one that brought his letter, so if you don’t 
mind allowing the matter to stand over for a 
whUe ” 

“ No,” he cried, slapping the counter. ” That 
affair’s going to be settled to-day. I want the 
money badly and I’m going to have it. I can’t 
afford to wait.” 

" You’re a scoundrel,” declared Miss Welby. 

" Even if I am,” he retorted, “ I’m entitled 
to find common honesty in other people.” 

A customer entered, and begged Miss Welby 
to fill his cigar case. She spoke to him of the 
necessity of fepapering her sitting-room, and 
the intrusive visitor stepped ijprward. 

" Well,” he said roughly, " are you going to pay 
up or are you not ? Let’s have a definite decision 
one way or the other.” 

” What is all this ? ” inquired Miss Welby’s 
landlord apprehensively. “ No money trouble, I 
hope ? ” 

*' A very trifling affair,” said Miss Welby, tum- 
irfg pale. " I hope to settle it in the course of 
the day. If you,” turning to the resolute man, 
” if you will call at three o’clock I’ll have 
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everything ready for you.” He went reluctantly, 

” Any news from Australia ? ” inquired the 
landlord, regaining his ordinary manner. 

“ Not just lately,” she replied. “ Expect I 
shall be hearing shortly. Uooks as though we’re 
going to have a fine day, doesn't it ? ” 

. 

Miss Welby at the doorway that Sunday 
morning summoned every policeman who went by 
and gave an urgent message for Mr. Poynter. 
She could think of no one else so capable of giving 
assistance, and she trembled to think of what 
would happen if he failed to come to her aid. At 
twelve o’clock arrived the woman ^who prepared 
meals and performed softie desultory household 
work. • 

Constables looked in to say that they had seen 
nothing of their plain-clothes colleague. The odd 
woman, a good cook, whatever her failings in 
other respects, complained that Miss Welby did no 
sort of justice to the meal, and was but moderately 
soothed by the flattering request that she would 
take charge of the shop for half-an-hour. Miss 
Welby put on her hat and light cloak, and hailing 
a motor omnibus inHolbom took the step of pro- 

c 

ceeding to Poynter's address. Seemingly the 

8 B.B. 
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policemen had not thought of this plan ; Mr. 
Po5mter’s landlady announced that he was in, but 
it was worth more than her life to disturb him. 

" But does no one ever call to see Mr. Poynter ? ” 

“ No,” replied thS landlady curtly, “ no one 
don’t.” 

" Not 'even his young lady ? ” 

” He ain’t got a young lady. And what’s more 
he don’t want one. He belongs to the sensible 
kind, Mr. Poynter does. Never bothers his head 
about ’em.” 

Miss Welby went into the passage and opened 
the door on the right. In the room Mr. Poynter 
sat,*bne hand grasping his hair, the other holding 
a pen ; his face had a frown of perplexity. 

” Busy ? ” she inquired. ‘ 

" Only writing poetry,” he admitted. 

” I’ve got a brainier job than that for you.” 

Mr, Poynter, at the shop in Lamb’s Conduit 
Street, brought a* screen from the back parlour, 
borrowed a chair, and sat in ambush. As the 
church clock struck three, the man whose presence 
was>^xpected and feared entered. Miss Welby 
coughed, rose from her side of the counter to greet 
him. 
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" Third time for luck," he announced breezily. 
" You might just as well have settled the first 
time I called. I knew all along you’d pay up and 
look pleasant in the end ; worst of you ladies is 
you like to put off what I may term the inevitable. 
Now, I sh'd rather like, once this monetary busi- 
ness is settled, that our acquaintance should iipen 
into " 

“ You say that you met Mr. Twinan out at 
Perth ? " 

" I did.” 

" He’s never been in the place in ah his life.” 

“ How do you know ? ” he demanded. “ Be- 
sides, if it wasn’t Perth it was some*other town. 
Now then, let’s haye the money. I’ve had enough 
of your nonsense.* You told me you had a letter 
from him Sat’d’y night. I was here long after 
the last delivery, so that was a lie. Now, with 
me, it’s different.” He put his chin out aggres- 
sively. ” You can’t prove th&t what I’ve been 
sasdng is wrong.” 

" Yes, I can.” 

" Prove it then. Prove it. Go on. Prove 
it ! " He had raised his voice to a shout. She 
waited for a movement neaf the screen. 
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" I’ve never known any one called Twinan," 
she announced, trembling, “ I made him up out 
of my own head so that gentlemen customers 
shouldn’t think they could flirt with me.” 

Mr. Poynter cam^ and took the man’s collar, 
inserting knuckles which pressed well against the 
back of tke neck. Conducted him to the doorway. 
" Shall I kick you out,” he asked, " or would you 
rather I dispensed with that formality ? ” 

“ I can take a ’int,” said the man gloomily, “ as 
well as any one.” 

Mr. Poynter returned to the counter and looked 
across at the proprietress of the establishment. 

" Do you' want some phocolates for that young 
lady of yours ? ” she inquired- 
” Those purchases,” he declap^d stolidly, *' were 
all for myself. I’ve got a sweet tooth, but my 
official position being what it is I didn’t care to 
own it. And I say ! Don’t you think that two 
humbugs like us iliight as well make a match of 
it ? We ought to be able to get on well together,” 
" We can but try.” 

' " That’s satisfactory,” said Detective Poynter, 
” And now I needn't trouble about getting a 
rhyme to your present surname.” 
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M r. MAXTED was in comfortable mood. 

The Channel crossing had been in favour 
of passengers, and opposed to the interests of 
sailors ; the interpreter secured for him at Calais 
a first-class compartment, into which one or two 
folk peeped from the corridor, but, noting his 
proprietorial attitude, did not dare to enter. 
Mr. Maxted had not taken this jou’ji^ for about 
twenty years, but he renfembered there was but 
little to look at oh the way. 

" Shan’t be able to sleep,” he said, ” but there 
is no earthly reason why I shouldn’t think.” 

Mr. Maxted found that his thoughts went to a 
Sunday excursion train bound from London 
Bridge ; a crowded compartment with himself 

wedged tightly between his mother and a stout 

• 

gentleman, who had a flat bottle that the boy 
wished were in The other pocket. No corridors 
then, no covering on the ’wooden seats, the 
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windows could be up or down, but admitted no 
intermediate stages. The boy, as the train went 
out, was not on speaking terms with his parent 
because she had declined to entertain a most 

K. 

reasonable proposal, offered in crossing the bridge, 
namely that they should make the journey by 
boat ; her excuse — that the steamer had long 
since gone — ^he looked upon as a mere subterfuge. 
But the passengers on his side contracted as the 
excursion ran through New Cross, and took less 
room, and he emerged from obscurity to be 
received with feigned alarm by travellers opposite. 

“ Got a stojvaway on board,” declared a jovial 
youth. " '\^o does he'belong to, I wonder ? ” 

” To me,” said Robert 'Maxted's mother 
promptly and defiantly, “ and ^le’s got every bit 
as good a right to be here as any one else. Had 
to take half a ticket for him an3rway. Same as 
what you've got, I expect.” 

t 

" I’ve got a whole ticket.” 

" Fancy ! ” said the mother, with surprise. 
"Of course I was only judging from your con- 
versation.” 

This swift, sharp bout seemed to clear the air 
of everything like reserve; two parties were 
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formed, one saying there was no harm in a mild 
joke, and that friendly chaff helped to shorten 
a journey ; the other declaring people should 
abstain from interfering with matters which did 
not concern them, and that if you were not to be 
allowed to defend your own son, why then, the 
sooner the world came to an end, the better. 
Those who supported the Maxteds declared the 
boy had a nice open countenance and said he 
evidently favoured his mother : Mrs. Maxted, 
finding a handkerchief in her reticule, assured 
them he was the living image of his poor dear 
father. Refreshments were produced from paper 
parcels, and from shiny leather"* bags, and a 
member of the opposition, in the interests of 
peace, offered the boy a thin sandwich ; he re- 
fused this, and accepted a large meat patty from 
one of his own supporters. Conversation went 
to the recent war, and the two parties re-formed 
into pro-French and pro-Prussians ; the boy’s 
mother found herself in accord with the views 
expressed by the young man who had first spoken ; 
they agreed it was a cruel shame to turn Napoleon 
the Third out of his own country. The train 
went through Chislehurst, a!hd a rush was made 
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to the windows in the hope of catching sight of 
the ex-Emperor. The young man, in returning, 
took a seat next to Mrs. Maxted, and inviting 
her opinion on London cemeteries, mentioned that 
his name was Atkinson. 

" Can’t we have a sing-song or something to 
liven us up ? ” asked the stout man, now in the 
corner. He had taken sips from the flask, pre- 
facing them by various sentiments, such as 
" Here’s to jsur next disappointment ! ” and 

May we have all the ill luck we deserve ! ” and 
appeared to have come to an end of ironical 
toasts. “ Ain’t there any lady present with a 
voice that 6an be guasanteed not to stop the 
train ? ” 

One or two of the women said they could sing, 
and often did sing, but only in rooms ; not in 
railway carriages. The stout man, looking 
around, selected a girl, and addressing her as The 
Swedish Nightingale, begged her to open the 
concert. The girl, after sufficient exhibition of 
modesty, was giving way to the persuasion of her 
young man, when the train entered Sevenoaks 
tunnel ; passengers gave an " Oh 1 ” , of alarm. 
The boy, frightened Men the darkness had lasted 
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for about three minutes, tried to find his mother’s 
hand, and when he touched it discovered it was 
already engaged : as the train came out into the 
broad sunlight, he heard hip mother say, in an 
undertone, " Do be careful. The boy’s so 
sharp : he notices everything ! ” Ladies of the 
compartment blinked, and declared, fliJtteringly, 
it was ridiculous of the railway company to make 
the line under the ground in this fashion. 

The stout man himself volunteered a song, full 
of wise and generous precepts, called “ Never push, 
a man when he’s going down the hill ” ; he became 
teartul in chanting detailed instructions in beha- 
viour towards those in distress, iSrs. Maxted — 
now on amiable terms with the entire company 
—received a compliment from her neighbour — 

" Black suits you, ma’am.” 

" Ah, but you ought to see me in pink ! ” 

— ^And ordered her boy to contribute to the 
programme, assuring the rest ‘that, when in the 
mood, he could sing as well as any Christy Min- 
strel. Room was made that he might stand upon 
the seat, and being rescued from disaster as the 
train took the curve near Tunbridge, he started 
in a Kirill voice, not displeasing to the ear — 
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“ Just touch the harp gently, my pretty Louise, 

And sing me the songs that I love ; 

They recall the bright days when ” 

Now and again, he ^hesitated for a word which 
his proud mother furnished, and once, by error, 
he began a repetition of a verse ; for the rest, the 
song provftd a great success, and the compartment 
enjoyed it the more because they made, in the 
chorus, experiments in part singing ; the youth 
next to his mother coming out in an amazingly 
high falsetto key. Complying with requests, the 
boy sang again, and gave — 

" D(\ int trust him, gentle lady. 

Though his voids be soft and true.” 

« 

And this, too, was well received,* although gentle- 
men of the compartment thought it not quite 
equal, in literary merit, to the first. 

They were at St. Lawrence before they knew 
they had passed by Canterbury, and tickets had to 
be found, and given up. At the destination, the 
compartment was disinclined to break friendship, 
add Mr. Atkinson recommended they should keep 
together throughout the day, but Mrs. Maxted 
said she had come dbwn for rest and quiet, and 
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slipped away with her boy. Along at the far end, 
they took off shoes and stockings and pad- 
died ; Mrs. Maxted said that sea-bathing was 
urgently recommended by ^medical authorities 
as the finest thing for building up the constitution. 
By rare good luck, Robert found a spade, and, 
with this, hj dug out a shallow circulai*pit in the 
sands, and, at one o'clock precisely, they took 
lunch. Such a good lunch ! There was in the 
basket a cold rabbit pie with a thick, reliable crust 
that served at first for plates ; the chasing of the^ 
lumps of jelly was at once a meal and a pastime ; 
they found the wish-bone, and Robert succeeded 
in gaining the larger half .* Some of TEe home rules 
were slackened, and his mother quoted a notable 
statement, attribtited to their own Queen Victoria, 
to the effect that fingers were made before forks. 
A large round cake of a satisfying nature and 
peppered with carraway seeds ; a bottle of water 
(so faintly flavoured with cooking sherry, that 
Mrs. Maxted said even these mad scatter-brained 
teetotallers could find no objection to it) ; unex- 
pectedly, a paper bag, the contents of which had 
stuck, but this was an advantage because in 
taking one sweet — a black striped bulls-eye that' 
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gave the consumer the appearance ofenio3nng an 
attack of toothache — you really took three, 
without appearing in the least greedy, or breaking 
any rule of table etiquette. Mrs. Maxted said 
one half would be kept for the journey home, 
but her son protested, and she gave in, urging 
him to beware a tendency to hoggishness. He 
begged to be excused from formalities ; on this 
point she was firm. He placed the palms of his 
hands together, and closed his eyes ; his mother 
said " Amen ! ” 

They sat and gazed at the waves with the stare 
of repletion. The mother explained to Mr, 
Atkinson, wK^ he found them, the broad differ- 
ence between sleeping and mere dozing. 

C 

A jump, a wide jump, and, in some senses, a 
high one, and he saw himself stepping out of 
Windermere station, and inquiring the way to 
Bowness and the lake. No, he did not want his 
bag carried by anybody but himself ; thank you, 
but he had already secured a room. Yes, the 
youtlj^knew all about the circular trip by steamer 
and coach, and felt no desire to purchase rhymes 
by the Poet Close, tie had been saving up since 
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April for the holiday ; a small note-book in his 
jacket pocket bore, on the first leaf, the heading 
" Estimated Expenses ” ; the entry for Saturday 
was heavy because it included the cost of the 
tourist ticket. Sunday had the amount six-and- 
six, and some of the remainder of the days went 
slightly above this sum, some below. His mother 
had packed food for the journey, but there 
happened to be two young women in the compart- 
ment, and he had not the courage to take the 
meal in their presence ; Mrs. Atkinson’s economi-^ 
cal mind would have received a fearful shock if 
she had known that the package was furtively 
dropped near Rugby fsom the ^ndow. At 
Preston, when his fellow-travellers alighted, he 
regretted his action. 

" My name is Maxted,” he said, with a trucu- 
lence that he hoped would conceal nervousness. 

" Robert Maxted. I wrote to engage an apart- 
ment." 

" Won’t you walk in, sir ? ” 

He adopted the comfortable-looking woman’s 
suggestion, putting on a frown intended to hint 
that he was not of those who are easily satisfied. 

“ Many people about ? ’’ hi demanded sharply. 
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" We mustn’t grumble,” answered his landlady. 
” Considering what a lot of rain we get herein the 
Lake district, I often think it’s a wonder so many 
come as do. I’ll sh()w you your room, sir, if you 
don’t mind. It’s at the top of the ’ouse.” 

” I should prefer one on the first floor.” 

“ Verye good, sir. Only that will make a 
difference in the price.” 

" Perhaps,” he admitted, " I shall get more air 
up there.” 

The young man could find no fault in the room 
to which he was taken, but he endeavoured to 
convey the impression that he could look upon 
it only as STmake-shiiJ. His landlady inquired 
whether he lived in London, gnd if so, in what 
quarter (he had written his conununications from 
ofi&ce), and he said, at a venture, “ Bayswater ! ” 
whereupon she threw off the veil of gentle melan- 
choly, and talked of Notting Hill Gate, Pembridge 
Gardens, Westbofirne Grove, and other places 
with which he had no acquaintance. She had 
been in service, when young, in Kensington Park 
llos^ ; Bulmer, her husband, was at the time 
valet to a north country gentleman, and when 
they decided to wed, Bulmer made it a provision 
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they should set up house in Westmoreland ; her 
own prejudices were in favour of Shepherd’s 
Bush, but in married life you had to give way, 
sometimes, to the views of Vour partner. 

" And now,” she said, re-conducting him down 
the stairs, “ what about dinner, this evening ? 
Would you like to order it, or will you kave it to 
me?” 

" Had rather a heavy lunch,” he answered 
importantly, " and I shall not require an5dhing 
else to-day.” 

” Very good, sir ! ” 

It struck him as he walked out towards the 
lake that there was som^hing ver^ pleasant in 
being addressed ijj this respectful way ; in the 
City there were several folk whom he had to call 
" Sir,” and but few — ^and these only at shop 
counters — ^who gave him the title. His mind 
once more went over the expenses of the day. 
Dinner, if taken, woiild certaihly have cost two 
shillings, possibly half-a-crown, and his resolute 
decision in this regard might be looked upon as a 
shrewd exercise of thrift, auguring well for a 
careful and inexpensive holiday. Tragic stories 
were told in Bishopsgate Strdbt Without of clerks 
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who, in their own phrase, ran past themselves 
when on holiday, finding at the end that they 
had not enough cash to pay their bill. One youth 
was held in Cornw^ill by a determined landlord 
for three days, until his friends collected and 
forwarded the amount required for his ransom; 
another , had been compelled to pawn watch 
and straw hat. All the same, young Maxted 
began to think once more of the package, tied 
carefully with white cotton, the contents of which 
were probably by this time comforting the 
hunger of a platelayer. He found a small 
fruiterer’s shop, and bought three apples, and, 
at the sideT)! the laHp, munched them. Lights 
were turned on presently in the,dining-room of the 
hotel, and he could see waiters hurrying to the 
crowded tables, first with soup, then with fish, 
then with roast beef, then with junket and 
greengages. A clergyman, going by, noted his 
distress and put a* well meant question ; Robert 
Maxted answered, snappishly, that it was not his 
soul that was in trouble. 

‘ the house, when he returned, there were 
distracting scents of cooked food, and music was 
being played in the ‘drawing-room : the landlady, 
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intercepting him in the hall, suggested he should 
come and be presented to the other boarders, 
but he declared himself tired, and anxious for rest. 

“ What would you like for breakfast in the 
morning, sir ? ” 

" Anything, Mrs. Eulmer ! ” he replied, with 
a careless air. He felt +hat he might well have 
said " Everything, Mrs. Fulmer ! ” 

He had brought a work by Mr. Disraeli, whose 
political memory he revered so much that he 
determined to cultivate the statesman’s fiction 
it was called Lothair^ and, in bed with the 
candle burning, he starred, conscientiously, upon 
the task. “ The tradition of jthe Anglic'S.n Church,” 
he readiT^' was powerful. Resting on the Church 
of Jerusalem, modified by the divine school of 
Galilee, it would have found that rock of truth 
which Providence, by the instrumentality of the 
Semitic race, had promised to St. Peter.” He 
went over this several times ih the attempt to 
understand it, and discovered himself perilously 
near accusing a past leader of the party to which 
he belonged of a dull style, and, likely enough, a 
clogged pen. 

” Of course ! ” he cried su&denly. ” It isn’t 
literature 1 want : it's food I ” 

9 


B.B. 
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Sleep did not come. He heard other boarders 
coming up the stairs ; they said " Good-night ! ” 
rather noisily ; made urgent appeals to each 
other not to be late for church in the morning. 
The front door below was bolted ; Mr. and Mrs. 
Bulmcr retired to rest. A desperate notion 
entered «young Maxted’s head of putting on 
slippers, and going quietly down to search for 
food ; cold ham, cheese, a crust of bread. The 
fear that he mighc be shot in mistake for a burglar 
^arrested action ; an equally effective deterrent 
was that other boarders might hear of the raid, 
and chaff him about it during the remainder of 
his stay. » 

Robert Maxted’s most painful expertoice was 
to come. He entered a dining»room where other 
people were seated, and faced a promising meal 
with acute appetite. The maids came with well 
filled plates ; he took his fish knife and fork, and 
as they touched the fried sole, it disappeared and 
his plate was empty ; he thought this perplexing, 
but decided to make no reference to the accident. 
X mutton chop, neatly trimmed and correctly 
grilled, was set before him ; as he smiled at it 
appreciatively, it changed and became nothing 
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more than a bone. A helping of cherry pie was 
presented, and before it rested on the table-cloth, 
the contents vanished, and he could do nothing 
but count the stones at the side ; this year, next 

year, now, never, this year, next year Robert 

Maxted, thus sorely tried, gave way, and awaking, 
found his young face wet with tears. A delightful 
perfume, warm and succulent, came from the 
ground floor : he glanced at his watch. The 
business of washing and dressiilg was effected in 
less than record time. 

" You’re first down, sir,” announced the 
admirable landlady in congratulatory tones, 
" and you can have a go s^t the friei?' ham. And 
the dmltled kidneys And the fried eggs. And 
the boiled eggs. «> And the scrambled eggs. And 
the home-made jam. And the marmalade. And 
the fruit on the sideboard. And,” appealingly, 
" I don’t like to think of any young gentleman 
being without an appetite. '•I do hope you’ll 
summon up your courage, and try, for my sake, 
to manage to pick a bit.” 

” I’ll do my best, Mrs. Bulmer 1 ’’hepromisdi. 


It was years later, and, locking back, it seemed 
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he was then still young ; he earned now a good 
salary, but the great advance of his life had not 
arrived, and habits of thrift were still practised. 
He was in Paris for his three weeks holiday, with 
a room at a hotel in the rue d’Antin, where the 
proprietor did not mind whether you took meals 
in the snjall dining-room, or gave patronage to 
other establishments. Robert Maxted had no 
friends in Paris, and this he counted an advantage 
in that it made th3 days seem longer ; it was also 
to the good that he was able to control disburse- 
ments. 

He took coffee and rolls, in a side street well 
up the Boiflevards where the charge was but 
sixty centimes, as compared with the o*e -iranc 
twenty he had to pay near to the Opera House ; 
the waiter there was content with five centimes 
as a tip. I said he had no friends : there was, 
in fact, one lady who had for him a sincere affec- 
tion that started On the first day of his arrival. 
Robert Maxted, going out in search of a place 
where he could order an economical dinner, found 
himself in the rue de Rivoli with its covered-in 
pavement, and shops containing articles that no 
Paririan thinks of bfiying ; at a comer he saw a 
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restaurant and his guide book told him it could 
be relied upon as cheap and good, the two qualities 
he specially wanted. He accepted, after some 
argument, a bill from the gentlemanly man at 
the desk, took a comer seat near the window, 
and then she came to him. A matronly person 
with a slight moustache, her costume ijiade him 
think of nurses in the hospital where his mother 
had spent her last days. 

" Permit me, monsieur,” sh 4 said, taking the 
long and compendious bill of fare upon which 
he was concentrating his puzzled mind. She 
touched entries in making her recommendations. 
Consomm^. Raie au Ijeurre noh, Pre-sal6. 
Fromagev^ Saladp. Demi-bouteille de Chablis. 
Resting knucklee on the white-cloth’d table, she 
asked, with a look, whether this suited his re- 
quirements. 

" Merci,” he replied, " very much 1 ” 

The repast came to exactly the sum he had set 
aside for dinner ; indeed, the restaurant had this 
advantage that his lady friend marked with a 
coloured pencil the bill form as each dish canfe, 
and he was able to reckon, without difficulty, the 
progress of the account. Robert Maxted had 
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intended to make experiments in feeding during 
his stay at Paris ; he desired to go back to the 
City and talk, in a mysterious way, of some 
astonishing little place over on the other side of 
the Seine, where the best and finest cooking was 
to be found, at prices ridiculously small : con- 
sidering ^e matter very fully, he decided he could 
not do better than trust himself to his friend in 
the rue de Rivoli. Sometimes, the daring idea 
came to him of Agoing to a, similar restaurant 
facing the Madeleine, or one in the rue St. Honor6, 
or another in the Boulevard Michel, but thought 
of the motherly woman who always took the duty 
of paying his accoui\t, and bringing back the 
exactly correct change, induce^ him t')--«at«ini to 
his early love. • 

It was on the last day of his holiday that, 
reckoning in the Luxembourg gardens his ex- 
penses, and finding a satisfactory margin remained, 
he determined to give himself a special luxury ; 
this would have the advantage of enabling him 
to escape the pain of farewell to his friend in the 
rtie de Rivoli. He took no Itmch but wandered 
for some time along the arcades of the Odton, 
looked at second-hknd books, and making no 
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purchases, partly because he feared to be taken 
in; those with a serious title did not attract 
him, and contents of volumes with other titles 
might not prove so engaging as they promised. 
Robert Maxted went back to the gallery, inspected 
once more the pictures, said good-bye to favourites 
in the sculpture hall. Again in the gardens, he 
found the band playing, and, putting all thrift 
aside, took a wicker-seated chair, and paid his 
penny to the woman collecto^ Two girls near, 
in the cycling costume then worn, smiled at him, 
and he smiled in return, and felt himself to btf a 
blade of the finest temper. 

“ Half a mind to go across and ki^s you both,” 
he ^id< under his breath. 

He was not acquainted with any establishment 
near where he could obtain tea, and the walk 
down to Neal's seemed too far. Thus it was that, 
at seven o’clock, he was ready for the great meal, 
although he had fixed upon half-past seven as the 
correct hour ; his desire for food was indeed so 
great that he could wait no longer. The board 
outside the quiet-looking restaurant which he, 
during the afternoon, had found, said ” CiHsine 
ei Vins renomnUs pout la Vifio ” ; he had searched 
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the window for some more precise information 
but could find none. The circumstance at first 
discouraged him : now it seemed only to give the 
experiment the quality of daring. He had 
scarcely entered before a waiter took his hat and 
stick ; another escorted him up a few steps to 
another room where a third presented, with 
respect, the bill of fare, and a fourth stood by 
ready to offer the wine list. 

" Good gracious^! ” ejaculated Robert Maxted. 

He had become so much accustomed to dishes 
af sixty centimes and seventy-five centimes that 
the figures on the sheet before him seemed to 
him to p^r^ke of the nature of a misprint. 
Melon, which the waiter suggested as intro- 
duction to the meal, cost one fifty ^ hors d'oeuvres, 
two francs ; soup, one franc fifty : a rapid cal- 
culation showed that four shillings would be 
gone ere the solid part of the meal beganj He 
glanced around. Aji officer opposite with golden 
epaulettes, and above him, on a peg, a cap with 
scarlet feathers, and a sword, was taking cutlets 
that wore paper frills out of all proportion to their 
size. 

" I don’t feel very* hungry yet," said Maxted 
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confusedly to the waiter. He would have given 
a great deal to prevent himself from blushing. 
*' I think, if you don’t mind, I’ll look in again in 
about an hoixr’s time.” 

Once outside, he ran as though in danger of his 
life. 

The train strolled into the Gare du*Nord at 
Paris, and Mr. Maxted, arousing himself from 
retrospection, was taken by the Interpreter to the 
barrier of the platform, and out into the station 
yard ; the portmanteau was placed in a taxicab ; 
the interpreter received half-a-crown for his 
trouble. At the Hotel Continental, th" Londoner 

0 

washpd au^^anged ; took another cab across 
the bridge and ug the rue du Bac. As it stopped 
at the restaurant where he had endured the pain- 
ful experience of his youth, he beamed at the 
thought that no question of expense now ob- 
structed progress, or inter feted with comfort. 
The old recommendation concerning wine and 
cooking was in evidence ; he decided that now, 
for the first time for a year or so, he would be 
able to enjoy a meal. 

" I'll leave it to you,” he* said expansively to 
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the head-waiter. “ Give me a good diimer ; that’s 

all I ask. Never mind about the expense.” 

Half an hour later, the head-waiter changed the 
expression of animated delight that he had worn 
during the preparations. Having seen two plates 
go away, he approached with a look of sympathy, 
and regret. 

'* I hope you have all you want, sair." 

" Yes,” replied Mr, Maxted disconsolately. 
" Everything, thank-you, everything. Excepting 
an appetite ! ” 



THRIFT, HORATIO 

M r. HORACE STIMSON had been requested 
to act as best man and declined owing to 
the expense the position would involve, but he 
made a notable score when the bride and bride- 
groom left, by producing a pap(?r bag. By some 
oversight, everybody else had left the task of 
providing confetti to everybody. Mr. Stimson 
shared ammunition with Miss Channock, who 
had sat beside him at the meal. TheJ^jidegroom 
complained, small discs made his face 

tingle. ^ 

Where did you buy them, Mr. Stimson ? " 
“ ril let you into a secret," he replied con- 
fidentially. " I simply went along to Victoria 
Station and stood near the barjrier where the men 
nip tickets. When their backs were turned I 

bent down and scooped up See ? " 

" Don't let people see you pocketing the nuts." 
" Shall 1 take a few dates as well ? I've got 
to see you home eventually to Camberwell, and 

139 
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we may as weU have something to eat on the 
road. It'll save the trouble of talking.” 

The bride’s mother made it clear to the com- 
pany that they would be expected to leave the 
house by four o’clock, and Mr. Stimson and his 
companion departed at one minute to the hour ; 
he mentioned that he was never a man to outstay 
his welcome. In Vauxhall Bridge Road Miss 
Channock remarked that it was weeks since 
anybody had talcen her to a picture palace ; he 
answered that the ventilation of the buildings left 
something to be desired, and proposed, instead, a 
less expensive visit to the Tate GaUery. When 
they had«aopected the paintings, Miss Channock 
threw out a hint concerning tea#. TJe said too 
much tea was consumed nowadays, and that 
to this extravagance he attributed the nervous 
complaints which existed. 

” Making a cheap day of it, aren’t you ? '* she 
demanded, slightly nettled. " If I’d brought my 
purse with me ” 

“ Every night,” he explained, " before I go to 
bye-bye, I make up accounts. If 1 come across 
any item that could, with a certain amount of 
thought, have been Avoided, it means I don’t sleep 
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well, and if I don’t sleep well. I’m good for nothing 
at business the following day, and if I’m good for 
nothing at business, I run a risk of not getting an 
increase in my salary.” He dismissed the sub- 
ject. '' What 'do you think we two are going to 
do now ? ” he inquired. 

" Something princely. I’ll be bound. 

He found himself unable to entertain her sug- 
gestion that they should enter the enclosure in 
Kennington Park and take pepny chairs ; he 
declared that walking about would do good to 
their health, and, as to the programme, nothing 
was easier than to look over the shoulder of 
somebody who had purchased one. It^iiappened 
that the ban^^la^ed two selections from musical 
comedies greatly favoured by her, and in good 
humour she chatted about plays she had seen ; 
Mr. Stimson gave an involuntary shiver when 
she mentioned that on one occasion she went in 
evening dress ; he recovered on being told that 
orders were obtained. At nine o’clock, when 
Miss Channock declared she must see about 
jrgetting home, he was so greatly impressed by her 
vivacity and good humour that he announced in 
desperate tones his intention of escorting her by 
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tram-car. On the way, he argued that the County 
Council would do well to consider the question 
of reducing the fares. 

If a certain suspicion of economy might be 
charged against Mr. Stimson in many matters, 
he was reckless enough where letter-writing 
was concerned. True, the communications were 
written on official paper and apparently during 

business hours, and the printed heading, " Cheap- 

« 

ness. Civility, fomfort,” seemed an inappro- 
priate opening to a friendly note ; true, the stamps 
used were perforated with the initials of the firm. 
But Mr. Stimson had a luxurious method in 
penning'hte letters, and they began with " My 
dear Miss Channock,” went oR<t&*the stage of 
" Dearest Miss Channock,” and'in less than three 
weeks they started with the word, " Darling,” 
finished with " Always and ever thine, Horace.” 
Miss Channock was touched by the eloquence 
of these communications, and responded encour- 
agingly. They met by appointment outside the 
National Gallery and spent a pleasant two hours 
looking at the pictures and talking about them- 
selves ; they met at South Kensington Museum, 
where in one of tire rooms, when they ought to 
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have been gazing at the Raphael cartoons, their 
behaviour caused an attendant to become troubled 
with a pronounced cough. They went on Sunday 
mornings to see the changing of the guard at St. 
James's Palace ; later to church parade in Hyde 
Park. Miss Channock’s birthday occurred on 
July 16, and Mr. Stimson sent her son^e verses 
of original poetry, in the making of which he was 
hampered by the fact that the^lady’s Christian 
name, according to the rhyming dictionary in 
the free library, lent itself to chancy and fanc^, 
but for the rest found only such words as geo- 
mancy, necromancy, termagancy, and others 
equally useless. 

Stimson censaited an experienced colleague, and 
the information obtained made him seek the assist- 
ance of an easy chair in the furnishing department. 

" Look here,” he said, recovering, " what 
necessity is there for going away ? Honeymoons 
are only a convention. Why* shouldn't we go 
straight from the registrar's office to the little flat 
I've got in my eye ? ” 

" You suggest it to the lady,” said the other, 
" and see what you get in the other eye. Her 
friends and relatives would chaff her about it to 
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the end of her life. You’ve got to come into line 
with the rest of the world. Why, the meanest 
man I ever knew excepting yourself, he had to 
take his bride away for ten days to Worthing ; it 
nearly broke his heart, and he never touched 
tobacco afterwards. How old is she, by the 
by ? ” jStimson gave a guess. " That’s a pity,” 
remarked the colleague, " If she’d been under 
twelve, you woulrln’t have had to take a full ticket 
for her.” 

, “ It isn’t a subject for joking,” asserted Stimson 
distressedly. " I've a great mind to put an end 
to the engagement.” 

" Is tHefe anything in the letters you’ve written 
that you’d object to have read Ofil in court"? ” 

" If I had to pay damages, ”*he admitted, " it 
would mean clearing out my savings bank book 
and starting afresh.” 

Horace wrote to connections and acquaintances 
living in the country suggesting they should invite 
him and his bride to stay for a fortnight ; the 
replies had a similarity that was painful. A-top 
of this unfriendly attitude on the part of folk who, 
by all the rules, opght to have grasped at the 
opportunity of showing hospitaJityw— " 'Tisn’t 
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as though I was in the habit of getting married ” 
— came rumours that Miss Channock was giving 
extensive commissions to her dressmaker, and 
had issued an order to a notable shop near the 
Elephant and Castle. As she lived in two 
rooms by herself — ^there existed on her own 
statement but one relation, and he resided away 
in Cornwall — ^it proved difficult fo make inquiries 
concerning the truth of these perturbing items of 
news ; Miss Channock’s landlady was a defensive 
woman who appeared to cherish resentmen,t 
against any young man likely to rob her of a good, 
companionable boarder. There came the ques- 
tion of inviting guests, and this had to be discussed 
by the two parties^ to the engagement. Horace 
Stimson's first idea was that members of his 
family should be invited because otherwise they 
would feel under no obligation to send wedding 
presents ; on second consideration he remembered 
that his connections shared hiS own thriftiness, 
and would probably form a ssmdicate and buy a 
cruet stand, or something of the kind, to represent 
the good wishes of all. 

" So I think, Nancy dear, if you don’t mind, 
we'll have no wedding breakfast.” 


10 


B.H. 
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" I don’t object in the least,” she replied, 
agreeably. " It would only mean silly speeches 
and remarks that make you feel as though you 
ought to look confused. And if we go straight 
off to the seaside, we shall have an appetite for a 
jolly meal in the evening.” 

" You^ mean sandwiches from a ham-and-beef 
shop ? ” 

“ I mean,” yvith a touch of impatience, 
” something a little more refined and appetising 
than that.” 

“ 'Pon my word,” cried Horace Stimson, ” from 
the way you talk I might be marrying into a 
county Tafnily !'” 

Miss Channock had amongst her acquaintances 
a girl friend who promised to give services at the 
registrar’s office ; Stimson's special colleague 
consented to furnish help and a signature at the 
ceremony. Stimson obtained estimates of cheap 
apartments at the seaside town, but his fiancie 
would not give way on this detail, and insisted 
upon being allowed to take charge of the task of 
securing rooms at the hotel she selected. Some 
compensation arrived to him in the shape of a 
small wooden box, registered and se^ed ; inside 
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a card, “ To my dear sweetheart, with all my 
love," and, carefully set in wool, was a handsome 
gold watch. His friend and colleague offered 
the guess that it was not purchased under £10, 
and Stimson groaned at the thought of so much 
money being squandered. 

" And what are you going to give her, Horace ? ” 

" Is it necessary ? " he asked? 

" It’s usual.” 

" I don’t want to look mean.” 

“No one,” declared his friend, with extravagant 
earnestness, " could accuse you of being that. 
If you have a fault it is that you’re too open- 
handed. You’re over fond of exercising what I 
may call unbridled generosity.” 

Stimson had his silk hat ironed, and, giving in 
to the persuasion of his friend, purchased a new 
and cheerful necktie, borrowed a pair of patent 
leather shoes. Nevertheless, he presented him- 
self at the registrar’s office with a countenance 
that induced the attendant at the Town Hall to 
assume he had come on another errand, and he 
was escorted to the clerk who had charge of the 
work of taking note of departures from life. The 
ceremony ^over, and the forms signed, Mrs. Stim- 



148 


THRIFT, HORATIO 


son accepted the marriage certificate and received 
congratulations. In another room Horace, with 
a deep sigh, paid the fees. Outside the Town 
Hall a taxicab waited, and into this he was forced 
by the entire strength of the company ; they 
ignored his declared preference for a tram-car. 
At Victoria, he purchased third-class tickets, and 
the best man inquired caustically whether he 
would not rather ;travel in the dog box. Stimson 
missed the farewells, because he was busily 
oq;upied in making up accounts in a penny 
memorandum book. 

" That," he said resignedly, at East Croydon, 
" that :i?tRe sum total of what we’ve got rid of 
already.” 

“ For goodness sake, Horace*;" she protested 
warmly, " do put money out of your head for a 
bit.” The other passengers, who had suspected 
them of being newly married, dismissed the 
thought. " You make yourself perfectly miser- 
able over it, and if I’m not careful you’ll make 
me the same.” 

" I sh’d be a lot happier if I could be sure that 
you really were careful.” 

" You are happy then ? 





THRIFT, HORATIO 


149 


" To a certain degree,” he admitted. 

" Well, then,” taking his arm affectionately, 
” be content with that, and leave off worrying 
about pounds, shillings, and pence.” 

He gave way to pressure, and assumed an air 
of cheerfulness. At the hotel they ordered tea, 
and latet walked on the esplanade, where he, with 
the assistance of mental arithmetic, reckoned 
the profits made by the hotel oyer the transaction. 
Cost to the hotel, each ; charge to customers, 
IS. ; balance, gd. Answering a suggestion, ^he 
pointed out that the sea could be inspected from 
the esplanade just as well as from the pier. 

" Hojace,” she cried suddenly, " I'v 2 something 
to tell you that I wanted to keep for later on.” 

" You've been married before ? ” 

" No ; this is my first experiment, and, because 
it’s the first, I want it to be a success. I can’t 
bear to see you so upset about cash. Perhaps 
it'll brighten you if I tell you that my one relative 
down in Cornwall arranged some time ago to make 
me an allowance of ^200 a year so soon as I got 
married, providing I picked out a man who knew 
the value of money.” 

'* Dufier ! why ever didn't you tell me so ? ” 
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" Idiot 1 ” she answered sentimentally, " I 
wanted to be loved for myself alone.’’ 

The Stimsons get along admirably together. 
Horace restrains her when she shows an indication 
of reckless expenditure ; she stops him when he 
gives Signs of his old thriftiness. It is- an ideal 
partnership. 
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I ADMIT I’ve brought it on myself,” said the 
girl, bunching the slip of paper desperately, 
"but that doesn’t help. I only did it out of 
brag.” 

" Let’s have another look at the telegram,” 
suggested the others. The weakness of this as a 
solution of the difficulty increased Miss Goulding’s 
annoyance, and she nudged them away, 

"'•An intelligent lot,” she remarked caustically. 
" Full of ideas. Oyer-crowded with valuable 
suggestions. Upon my word,” with a burst of 
exasperation, “ I might as well appeal for help 
to the wax heads in the window. Or to a Christ- 
mas toy over the way.” 

” Tell you what ! ” cried one suddenly. " Listen I 
Supposing one of us dressed up.” 

Miss Goulding glanced at the semi-circle, and 
gave a cheerless smile. ” I make no personal 
remarks,”^ she said. “ The more important 
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question seems to be, is there one of you prepared 
to have your hair cut short, for my sake ? ” 

" Certainly not 1 ” they answered promptly. 
Two lady customers came in, and private 
anxieties had to be set aside ; they nodded to 
the assistants, and Miss Goulding stepped forward 
to take charge. " Come along,” said the elder 
lady pleJisantly, ” and make me look ten years 
younger.” Miss Goulding collected the imple- 
ments of the hair-dressing profession, and guar- 
anteed to do her best. 

I 

" Now, there ” — half an hour later to the other 
girls—” there is a woman with sense. I’d no 
sooner JplA her what was worrying me than she 
came out with a first-class notion. Wonder 
some of you didn’t think of it ‘before.” 

" Why didn’t it occur to you ? ” 

” One of you,” she announaed, " one of you 
has got to lend me your yoimg man I ” 

They said, at nnce, this was a likely tale, 
meaning thereby to intimate that it discovered 
no favour with them. They were fond of Miss 
Goulding, and prepared to do anything in reason, 
but this went over the bounds. Miss Goulding 
separsited them, putting aside those ^wfao were 
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only partially engaged, or not engaged at all ; 
the safe ones she addressed. 

"There's no time to lose,” she said rapidly, 
"and I ask you to remember that I’ve often 
done you all a good turn in the past, and it's 
highly probable I may have a chance of helping 
you out of a corner in the future, there’s three 
of you, and if you all make a* special Appeal to 
your own particular gentleman friend, I feel sure 
one of them won't mind helping, and the girl 
whose sweetheart comes to my rooms in Berners 
Street at nine o’clock to-night, and just sits there, 
and speaks when he’s spoken to, and behaves 
quietly, why she gets a Christmas psesent from 
me the morning after Boxing Day. All you flave 
to do is to explain, and to mention that my name 
is Bertha. Don’t all speak at once.” There was 
no reply from the three. 

The head of the firm bustled in. " Miss 
Goulding,” he shouted. " Where’s Miss Gould- 
ing ? I want Miss Goulding. Oh, there you are. 
Pack off to that fussy old party at Slough at once. 
Message just arrived.” 

" Could one of the others go, sir ? I have a 
relative coming up from the country this evening 
to spend Christmas Eve with me.” 
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" Hang your relative ! ” cried the head of the 
firm explosively. 

“That would certainly save me a lot of 
trouble.” 

“ You can get back by a quick train, and you 
needn’t return here.” He took out his watch. 
" Now then, let me see whether you’re clever 
enough to makq start in less than five minutes. 
She’ll be ringing up again, and I want to be able 
to tell her you are on the way.” 

Miss Goulding returned from Paddington 
Station to Berners Street that evening at a 
quarter past nine, and, albeit fagged after the 
joumej^asd a harassing time with a trying 
custdmer, ran briskly up the stairs to the third 
floor, where her two small apartments were 
situated. In the front room, she discovered 
a severe-featured old lady, bonneted, fully 
apparelled, and nursing a good-sized package of 
globular shape ; near the mantelpiece stood a 
youth, clean-shaven ; he was talking cheerfully 
as Miss Goulding entered, and broke oft to give 
an “ Ah I ” intended to convey relief and 
recognition. 

“ I am so sorry. Aunt Grace,” she cried, almost 
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breathless. She explained the reason of the 
delay. " You’ve brought me one of your own 
Christmas puddings. Now that's really kind of 
you.” 

" The time ain’t seemed long,” said the visitor 
from the country. “ We’ve been talking about 
this, that, and everything, your young man and 
me. Hafin’t you better say ' how do ’ tft him ? ” 
Miss Goulding crossed to the mantelpiece, and 
the two shook hands. 

" How are you, Bertha dear ? ” he asked 
affectionately. 

" Come, come,” cried the old lady, with a 
humorous twinkle. " That don’t seem like the 
way* engaged couples met in my young day. 
Ain’t there no mistletoe about ? ” Miss Goulding 
hesitated for a moment, then offered one side of 
her face. 

“ That’s good ! ” said her aunt approvingly. 
" If you got more kissing, you’d’get better looking, 
my dear. And I’ve only known him about fifteen 
minutes, but you'll be glad to know I agree with 
your taste. Might be a few inches taller, but 
you can’t expect ever5rthing. What’s he called ? ” 

Miss Goading glanced appealingly at the youth. 
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" My name is Charles,” he said. 

” Not a bad name, neither. I used to know 
a feller called by that name, and he got killed 
out in the Ashanti war. He were out there with 
Sir Garnet Wolseley. As a matter of fact, it’s on 
his account that I never got married, and you’ve 
got some black man to thank for me having a bit 
of mon^, my dear, and being able to leave it to 
you, later on. But me not getting a husband 
don’t mean that I want to see you deprived of 
one. That’s why 1 was so pleased when you said, 
last time you come down to see me, that you was 
engaged.” 

" Can k'help you, Bertha ? ” asked the young 
man. 

” Make yourself 'andy about the 'ouse,” said 
the aunt encouragingly, as he assisted with the 
table-cloth, "she’U value you a lot more when 
the time comes for you both to settle down. 
By the bye, when’s that supposed to happen ? 
About what date, I mean ? ” 

” We haven’t quite decided yet, aunt.” 

” I thought,” said Charles deferentially, ” in 
about three month^s time.” 

” Don’t put it oft too long,” she recommended. 
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" Down where I live, they go on and on being 
engaged for ten or twelve year, and by that time 
they’re fairly sick and tired of the sight of each 
other.” 

” We've made up our minds ” he began. 

“ You’ll find three glasses,” said the girl 
hurriedly,' " in the comer cupboard over there.” 

” No one else expected ? ” inquired the aunt. 

A ring came, and the aunt, an alert woman, 
jumped up to answer it, insisting on taking 
precedence of Charles. ” Is Miss Goulding in ? ” 
asked a loud voice. “ And can I see her, please ? 
Name of Brickwell. She’ll understand if you 
mention that.” The newcomer entered with a 
grea^ air of animation. 

" Well, my gi>l,” he said, addressing Miss 
Goulding, and winking privately at her. ” How’s 
the world been using you since last night ? Did 
you manage to get home safely ? I had to hold 
by a strap all the way in the*Tube. Brought 
you some of the chocolates you are so fond of.” 

" Are you afraid of catching cold ? ” asked 
Aunt Grace. 

He whipped oft his hat. “ Is that better ? ” 
he demand^. ” Hullo t ” on seeing Charles. 
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" Who have we here ? Another Richmond in 
the field ? This won’t do, this won’t do ! ” 

" Please sit down,” begged Miss Goulding 
agitatedly, setting another plate and extra knives 
and forks. ” You’ve arrived just in tiin^.” 

" Very funny thing,” he declared noisily, 
'* but wherever I go, I nearly always put in an 
appeartfhce on. the very edge of a meal. It’s 
getting to be noticed. It's attracting public 
attention.” 

, “ Reckon you don’t object to that,” remarked 
Aunt Grace. 

" I glory in it,” he admitted. ” Truth of the 
matter is, I’m a popular chap. I’m welcomed 
wherever I go. Always received with open arms.” 

" Nothing like havin’ a good conceit of your- 
self.” 

" There’s no use, ma’am,” he said impressively, 
" no use at all in disguising the truth.” 

Charles and IVfiss Goulding were cutting bread 
in the corner ; she whispered to him that she was 
sorry, but would he please not mind. Charles 
patted her hand reassuringly ; they returned 
to the table, and Miss Goulding announced that 
everything was ready. 
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" I tell you straight,” declared Mr. Brickwell, 
” I’m peckish. Wasn’t sure whether food would 
be provided, and just as I rang it occurred to me 
that I sh’d have done well to have had a steak 
first in the grill room at Frascati’s. Now that 
I look at this spread — cold fowl, ham, and lettuce. 
Lettuce. • Let us be thankful.” He gazed around 
disappointedly. “ Didn’t any ’ one of you see 
that ? ” he complained. ^ 

“ I think we saw it,” answered Charles, “ but 
it seemed so small that we decided not to take 
any notice.” 

“ Make a better one yourself, then. Shall I 
carve ? ” 

"How’d it be for you to set still,” recom- 
mended Aunt Grace, “ and not kick up quite 
so much fuss ? I like to be quiet at my 
meals.” 

“ My idea,” said Brickwell resentfully, “ in 
coming here was to make myself pleasant to one 
and all.” 

" Jest you let us know,” she suggested, ” when 
you make a start.” 

Miss Goulding was slightly hysterical, but 
Charles, at her side, diverted conversation as she 
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dismembered the bird, talking of the movement 
in regard to doing good to the hop trade, a subject 
on which Aunt Grace and himself appeared to be 
in complete agreement ; Brickwell interposed 

once or twice with " Yes, but ," and seemingly 

his knowledge of the question did not permit him 
to go further ; he eventually applied energies to 
the platC) set before him. Charles had the view 
that something more ought to be done for country 
districts to induce young people to remain there, 
a^d not migrate to London, where they so often 
failed to discover success. 

" Fault of our villages is,” said Aunt Grace, 
" that there ent enough folk about. They’re 
too much sprinkled. If a girl wants a sweetheart, 
she’s got to take the first one thf.t offers, otherwise 
she finds herself left, and a bit later on she gets 
put away on the top shelf, and then she’s forgot. 
That’s why I don’t blame a girl like my niece here 
for coming up to town ; I knowed as well as 
anything that she’d have plenty of attention 
here. Told you so, didn’t I, my dear, last time 
you was down to see me? And your answer 
wa3 ^ 

*' Is that another knock ? ” asked Charles. 
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They listened. A timid rap at the door came 
again. 

" I’ll go,” said Miss Goulding resignedly. 
‘‘There are always a lot of callers just about 
Christmas.” 

The new arrival came rapidly into the room, 
but once there, and faced with other visitors, 
seemed inclined to turn and run away ; •the door 
was already closed, and he accepted the confusec? 
one-sided introductions of the hostess as though 
bereft of senses. Aunt Grace demanded his n^me 
from her niece ; a pause ensued, and he broke 
the silence vdth the announcement that his friends 
called him Raddy ; his full title, he mentioned, was 
Raddisworth. He declined to sit at table, assur- 
ing Miss Gouldingf that he had but recently eaten, 
and refused to give up his overcoat ; he took a 
place on the edge of the sofa, and remarked that 
it was peculiar weather for December. Having 
said this, he made no further tiffer towards the 
fund of general conversation, but gazed steadily 
at a reproduction of one of Mr. Watts’s pictures 
on the wall, with, apparently, a sincere and earnest 
endeavour to ascertain its ti^ue meaning. 

” I know ^hat the farmers want,” said Brickwell 
zz 


B.H. 
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noisily. " What they want is common sense.” 

" That can’t be bought,” remarked Aunt 
Grace ; ” otherwise some of you Londoners 

would be taking every penny you’ve got out of 
the Savings Bank.” * 

" Flatter myself I’ve got quite enough to go 
on with. I’m equal to most of the situations that 
I find myself in. When a certain young lady 

asked me at ha^f-past seven this evening ” 

“ Some more ham, Mr. Brickwell ? ” 

I’m not going to say ‘ No,' ” he mentioned, 
to an offer like that. Told you I was a good 
trencherman, didn’t I ? ” 

" We sh’d find a different name for you down 
at my farm,” said Aunt Grace. "Bertha, my 
dear,” to her niece, ” I’m looking forrard to 
hearing you play some of my old favourites.” 

“ I’ve bought some songs,” interrupted Brick- 
well. " They’re in my top-coat.” 

" Very good place for ’em,” declared the old 
lady. ” We’ll let ’em stay there out of harm’s 
way. Mr. Charles, are you musical ? ” 

” There’s nothing I enjoy more th?in hearing 
your niece play,” .declared the young man. 

” And which do you reckon is her. best ? ” 
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“ That,” he said diplomatically, '' I couldn’t 
possibly say. You see, I like them all, equally 
well.” 

Bx'ickwell, perceiving that the old lady was 
adamant, glanced at his watch on the conclusion 
of the njeal and announced great astonishment 
on finding the hour so late ; unless he ran off at 
once he would miss a highly "iqjportan* engage- 
ment outside the station Oxford Circus. 
Raddisworth, the silent visitor, on this gave up 
all attempt to understand Watts's picture, and 
the two went. Miss Goulding accompanying them 
to the landing, where she thanked them for their 
help, and obtained from them the najics of the 
lady colleagues responsible for their visits, that 
she might give suitable acknowledgments later. 
Returning, she found the other two in close 
conversation ; her aunt stopped at once, and 
the girl knev.' that testimonials were being given. 
They had music, and Charles said reluctantly 
that he now must really go. 

" I like you,” declared the aunt, frankly, in 
accepting his farewell, " and I hope she’ll bring 
you down to see me early in the Spring.” 

Miss Goulding said she thought it would be 
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wse to accompany him downstairs, in case he 
found any difficulty with the street door. She 
sighed twice on the way. 

" You've been very good,” she stammered, 
“ very good indeed. It was easy enou(;h to 
thank the others, but I don’t know how-'to thank 
you. Which of the girls sent you ? ” He gave 
the infocmatiorw 

" Lucky kid,”» she said enviously. ” Where 
did you two meet ? ” 

" In a nursery,” he replied. " She’s my sister. 
Her young man wouldn’t take the job on, and so 
1 offered.” 

" Is thfct actually true ? ” 

" As true,” he declared, " as the kiss I gaveyou 
a little while ago. By the bye ” 

" Run along home,” recommended Miss Gould- 
ing, guarding her lips. " And before I forget it, 
I hope you’ll have a happy New Year.” 

" That,” he saM earnestly, ” depends entirely 
upon you.” 



HER FAULT 


M ISS CRUTTWELL was engaged on rather 
important matters when hei father’s 
message was delivered. She happened, to be a 
young woman who disliked interruptions, and 
the task of inducing an elephant, with no acquaint- 
ance with methods of the Zoological Gardens, 
to carry four dolls upon his back, might well 
have proved difficult to folk of maturer years. 
Consequently, she replied with some curtness, 
and nurse had to take resolute action. Miss 
Cruttwell was conveyed downstairs, struggling 
and protesting. 

" Dadda’s just off,” said her father, in the 
hall, adopting the third person manner reckoned 
appropriate in addressing the extremely young. 
“ Dadda’s off to earn some bread and butter for 
baby. Baby give dadda a nice kiss, and say 
‘ Bye-bye ’ 1 ” He repeated all this in a more 
authoritative voice ; the young woman kept her 
face turned away. 
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" Just a trifle touchy this morning, sir,” whis- 
pered nurse excusingly. She spoke to her charge. 
” Be a sweet, good, beautiful pet, darling.” The 
curls shook to indicate a determination to be 
none of these things. ” Blow a kiss then ! ” «The 
alternative was declined vigorously. The chauf- 
feur, with respect, mentioned that it had gone 
the half Ipour. Mr! Cruttwell called a brief fare- 
well to his wife, aijd strode across to the car. 

Wrapped in his heavy coat, he attempted, so 
soon as they were out of the carriage drive, and 
in the main road, to give his mind to business. 
In a general way, he was able to switch on and 
off at wiU « his plan was to put away anxieties on 
reaching home, and hang them up, so to speak, 
on the hat-stand, where they remained until he 
set out the following morning. In going through 
Slough, he caught sight of a toy-shop, and made 
a mental note to stop there on the way home, 
and obtain some piiopitiatory gift for his daughter 
that would re-establish friendly relations. It 
seemed strange to leave without a hug from her. 
Mr. Cruttwell had overheard foremen at the works 
remark that the arrival of a little one in the family 
made all the difference to the govempr, and he 
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knew this to be true ; if any proof were wanted, 
here it was in the fact that the small incident at 
home made him thoughtful, caused him to become 
gloomy. Could it be that his wife and all those 
women-folk of the household were occupied, 
during his absence,in prejudicing the child against 
her father ? If so, let them all be precious careful, 
or there would be trouble and ructions, A father 
possessed a father’s rights, and a father’s re- 
sponsibilities ; and he, Mr. Cruttwell, was not the 
man to be deprived of them. The car pulled up 
at the gates of the works ; a commissionaire 
saluted, and stepped forward briskly to take the 
handle. 

Nice invigorating morning, sir. Slight autumn 
touch in the air.” 

” Sergeant,” said Mr. Cruttwell, " you may 
take it that my powers of observation enable me 
to judge the temperature with some precision. 
If, at any moment, they should fail, I will ask for 

your help. Until then ” Mr. Cruttwell, with 

an impatient movement of the shoulders, walked 
along to his office, and the commissionaire spoke 
to the chaufEeur of some one who had got the sharp 
end of the needle, and no mistake. 
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A Government contract of importance had 
been given to the firm for the very good reason 
that no other' establishment was able to take it. 
The firm, naming its figure, had accepted the 
time limit insisted upon, and Mr. Cruttwell cpuld 
discover no fault in the manner of the .staff in 
dealing with the urgent and considerable task. 
The workmen agreed to extra hours ; took their 
overtime pay on Fnday nights without a murmur. 
Bonuses were promised to the higher officials, who 
made no protest. Travellers found themselves 
instructed to give a certain elasticity to petty 
disbursements, and expressed willingness to 
comply. From the sheds, as Mr. Cruttwell looked 
around, came the clatter and movement that 
suggested industry. 

" If she had been left alone,” he remarked, still 
upon his grievance, " the little person would have 

hugged me right enough, and Hi 1 What are 

you doing there ? ” 

” Pardon, sir,” said the lad, " but I’m running 
a errand for Mr. Jackson.” 

” Did Mr. Jackson tell you to go across the 
grass ? Do you know the trouble and l)other 
we’ve had to get that triangular piece of turf to 
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grow ? Couldn’t you just as well have gone 
around on the asphalte ? ” 

“ I was told to run like hell.” 

” Oh,” remarked Mr. Cruttwell bitterly, “ so 
that’s the way you answer the head of the firm.” 
He gave ,an exaggerated imitation of the lad’s 
reply. ” As you are so good at hurrying, perhaps 
you will do something in that direction to oblige 
me.” 

” Certainly, sir.” 

" Go to the cashier’s department, and ask him 
to pay you up to this evening.” 

" Does that mean I’ve got the sack ? ” 

"You have,” replied Mr. Cruttwell, "with 
gre^t intelligence, guessed correctly.” 

The cashier, telephoning through, later, said 
that young Overton had come for his wages, and 
was the message correct ? Mr. Cruttwell retorted 
sharply. The cashier, apologizing, inquired 
whether Mr. Cruttwell remembered that Overton’s 
father, not long since, met with an accident in 
the works, and that there were seven in the 
family ; the cashier was informed that the number 
of brothers and sisters possessed by Overton gave 
no sort of interest to Mr. Cruttwell. Mr. Crutt 
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well, ringing off, went on with the task of dictating 
answers to correspondence, and the three girl 
typists found that the tone of these became less 
brusque. The managing director was nearly him- 
self again, and when his presence was demanded 
at the other telephone, with the informg.tion that 
the War Office wished to speak, he conducted his 
side of J:he discu^ipn with amiability. 

“ Quite understand your feelings. Sir Charles, 
and I assure you there is no necessity to be anx- 
ious. We shall be ready to deliver at the time 
appointed ; rather before that if anything. Any 
hitch likely ? Dear no ! Dear me, no ! No 
hitch like^, and no hitch possible. Yes, of coursei 
I recognize how important the matter is. What’s 
that ? I didn't quite catch — Europe watching, 
you say. Oh, Europe can watch as much as it 
likes. It’s our patent, anu* we are not going to 
let any other country but our own have the 
advantage — Yes, .this day week. Yes, I know 
the time is getting near. Yes 1 Oh, yes I I 
see I Well, I mustn’t detain you. Wife and 
baby ? Oh, in capital health, thank you. Sir 
Charles. Kind of you to remember them. She’s 
nearly two and a half now. Time ffies, as you 
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say. Good-bye I ” Mr. Cruttwell, gratified by 
the personal inquiries, hummed cheerfully as he 
turned away from the telephone. Through the 
window, he could see men going off to the canteen 
for mid-day dinner ; they represented one-half 
of the staff ; the rest would go in an hour’s time. 
His colleagues always agreed with him that if 
the men were treated with ^o^ideratiqji, they 
repaid, in full, by loyalty and| industrious be- 
haviour. In his own room, a chop, well and 
correctly done, and a bottle of dry ginger ale 
reminded him that the managing director was 
not left out of the thoughtful scheme of good 
feeding. 

“vTriumph of organization,” he remarked 
contentedly to the cruet-stand. " Everything 
so well oiled.” 

At half-past on.e, and before throwing away 
the end of his cigar, he went across the room in 
polka time to give himself the pleasure of seeing 
the return : it was rather interesting to compare 
features of those who had taken food, with 
features of men going to the meal. Five minutes 
went, and he touched the eleptric bell : gave an 
order to a clerk. It seemed incredible that his 
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watch should be fast. He preferred to think 
that the superintendent of the canteen had made 
a blunder that would require to be explained. 

“ Excuse me, sir,” said the clerk, returning, 
‘♦but there appears to be trouble of some, kind. 
The second lot has gone along, but. the first 
detachment has not returned.” 

“ But this is perfectly absurd 1 ” 

” Quite so, sii^.” 

“ Why don’t you ascertain the cause at once ? ” 
” I have, sir,” replied the clerk. ” The men 
are* holding a meeting. Some rather excited 
speeches are being made. The idea seems to 
be to select five to make up a deputation and 
interview you.” r 

" I'll interview them,” sa^ Mr. Cruttwell 
determinedly. 

" Thefre’s a sort of a grievance, sir, but I 
couldn’t find out the exact nature of it.” 

" We must be ftrm,” said Mr. Cruttwell, pulling 
at his waistcoat. " Firm, and, at the same time, 
fair. Workmen have a right, nowadays, to be 
treated as human beings, and we must remember 
it is impossible to do without them. If they have 
a complaint to make against any of the foremen. 
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I shall not hesitate to tell the superior man to 
apologize, and set the matter straight. Personal 
dignity cannot be allowed to stop the wheels 
of a concern like this.” 

“ Of course not, sir,” agreed the clerk. 

“ Send 'all the foremen here to me.” 

The deputation was seen approaching the 
offices. Two of the five kegt’ to the a|phalted 
path, the other three walked "across the grass. 
One of the three asked, at the entrance, in an 
elaborate way whether J. H. Cruttwell, E^q., 
was within : if so, could he spare a few minutes. 

” Pray take seats,” said the managing director, 
cheerfully. " Very glad to have a call irom such 
old *and valued friends as those I see before me. 
It is a proof, I think, of the mutual respect and 
— ah — ^trustfulness that we have for each other. 
You remember perhaps what I said, to this 
effect, at the last annual dinner, and I am not 
prepared to withdraw a single word of the speech 
I delivered on that occasion.” The foremen of 
the various sheds were ushered into the room; 
they took up positions near the typists' table. 
The young women were being detained outside 
until the conference had come to an end. ” Jack- 
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son, you have the air of being at the head of the 
visitors. Stand up now, and state your argu- 
ment as frankly, and, if I may offer the suggestion, 
as briefly as you can.” 

"Mr. Cruttwell, sir,” said Jackson, t?jming 
his tweed cap inside out, and inspecting the 
lining with some curiosity, " I sent' that boy 
Overtop on a er'r|ind. You caught him in the 
act of running • across the grass. You sacked 
him. His mother has been very hard done by 
of late, and this, on the top of everything else 
will just about finish her.” 

" Did the lad tell you he was impertinent to 
me?” , 

" He did not,” replied Jackson, " and if he had, 
I shouldn't have believed hiin- What was the 
exact words he used, sir ? ” Mr. Cruttwell gave 
the information. “ He didn't repeat my words 
correctly,” said Jackson. " What I told him 
was that if he didn't run in the way mentioned, 
I'd break every bone in his blooming body, and 
roast his scorching soul afterwards.” 

“ That is not the sort of language I like to 
hear.” 

" You wasn’t meant to hear it, sir. Besides 
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which, it’s the 'only way to talk to lads, if you 
want them to carry out orders. If I’d said 
‘ Overton, my dear lad, will you 'ave the great 
kindness to be so good as to oblige by doing me 

the fayour of going along ’ and so forth, why 

he would, simply have smiled all over his face. 
Be that ‘as it may, our intention in coming 
to see you, sir, is, to request 'you to t.-^e him 
back.” 

" I can’t do that.” 

” You can do it, sir. What you mean, perhaps, 
is that you won’t.” 

” That's it. I won’t ! ” 

One of the members of the deputation whis- 
pered. " I am reminded,” said Jackson, ” by a 
fellow-worker that I forgot to mention that the 
boy’s mother is expecting her eighth.” 

” If you had mentioned it, the circumstance 
would not have affected my decision.” 

” That’s final, is it ? ” 

” Absolutely final ! ” 

“ Very well, then.” Jackson glanced at his 
companions, and they nodded. ” If a lad is to 
be treated in this fashion forja mere trifle, why 
there’s none of us safe. My instructions are to 
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tell you that the whole of the chaps will knock 
off work forthwith.” 

“ Good-day to you ! ” snapped Mr. Cruttwell. 

The foremen were falling in at the rear of the 
short procession : he ordered them to cemain. 

“ Now ! ” he said. " Here we are -at a crisis 
in the history of the firm, one that haS come at a 
highly, inconvenient moment, but has, neverthe- 
less, to be faced" Until I can communicate with 
my fellow-directors, I look to you to stand by, and 
help me in every way that is possible. First 
of all, can I rely upon you ? ” 

" No, sir,” answered one of the foremen 
promptly, ” you can’t. We’ve been talking it 
over, and we’ve come, rightly or wrongly, te- the 
conclusion that you’ve acted in a very high- 
handed manner, and seeing that the affair is 
taken so much to heart, your best plan will be 
to ” 

" You want me to cave in ? " 

” If you prefer that way of putting it, sir.” 

" You can all go,” said Mr. Cruttwell. 

At question time that afternoon, in the House 
of Commons, a member on the Opposition side 
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rose, and beggdd to put to the Secretary of State 
for War, question number twenty-three on the 
paper. The right honourable gentleman, reading 
his answer, said that the matter was one of some 
delicacy, and he was sure the House would pardori 
him if hq replied with caution. All he felt pre- 
pared to say at the moment was that the country 
might rest assured that the Government was fully 
alive to the situation, and thaf^thin the course 
of a very few days it would be possible to 
announce that the last arrangements had been 
completed, and we could then feel ourselves in 
advance of any Continental nation in this parti- 
cular respect. (Cheers.) The member rpse again 
an4 said that, arising out of that answer, he 
would like to aslg whether the work was being 
carried out in the Government dockyards, or by 
a private firm. The Secretary of State for War 
thought there would be no harm in giving the 
information that it was being dpne by a private 
firm, one in which he had perfect confidence. A 
Labour member inquired whether it was a fact 
that the entire staff of the firm in question had 
that day ceased work. (C^l oh! and cries 
of " Don’t answer.”) The Secretary of State for 
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War felt certain the hon. gentleman had, not for 
the first time, been mis-informed. (Cheers and 
laughter.) Perhaps he might add, in all serious- 
ness, that at a critical time like the present, hon. 
members should abstain from repeating , every 
absurd rumour that happened to con\e to their 
ears. (Loud cheering.) 

At half-past five, an Ambassador, who was 
being specially watched by reporters, paid a visit 
to Downing Street, and caught the Under-Secre- 
tary for the Foreign Office on the point of leaving 
for Belgrave Square. The two went in, and the 
newspaper men in waiting observed that the 
Under-§ecretary’s Chief drove up, half an hour 
later, with an expression on his features that they 
resolved to describe as grave, thoughtful and 
serious. Extra editions came out that night 
with the striking words “ Is War Imminent ? ” 
In the morning, snap-shots appeared wherein, by 
the vagaries of the camera, the Ambassador was 
depicted as one making hideous grimaces that 
suggested contempt for the nation, and for all 
English-speaking people. Rehearsals were called 
at music-halls for eleven o'clock in order to run 
over new songs of a patriotic and defiant natrire, 
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and an Inspector of Police and several constables, 
outside the Ambassador’s house, kept a turbulent 
crowd on the move. Ministerial journals urged 
the country to trust those responsible for the 
direction of affairs ; Opposition newspapers said 
that, in gpite of the disadvantages of swopping 
horses when crossing a stream, the War Minister 
ought undoubtedly to go. A jiArriedly summoned 
eleven o’clock meeting at Carhion Street Hotel 
was attended by City men in large numbers ; 
in the large Hall, and also in the station yard, 
resolutions were passed with enthusiasm, calling 
upon the Government to take definite action. 
At a studio in Chelsea, six men and t\so ladies 
and King Charles’ spaniel met and agreed 
unanimously to give all their efforts to the side 
of peace. 

Meanwhile, the Cruttwellbaby shared, to some 
extent, the consequences of her thoughtless 
action. Insisting at breakfast .on the presence 
of Dadda, she was informed her parent had not 
been home during the night ; nurse hastened to 
add that this constituted no reflection upon 
Dadda's behaviour. The bad(, naughty, naughty 
man at the works were ^ving trouble, and i^ 
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was Dadda's task to put it ri^ht. The baby 
commanded that the people in fault should be 
punished without delay, and Nanna going outside 
the door, slapped the bannisters several times ; 
the Cruttwell baby expressed approval at 
this prompt serving out of justice. Baby’s 
mother, also taking action, ordered the motor- 
car to ^e prepared, and, rather red of eyes, and 
decidedly anxiotfl of countenance, went oft to the 
woiks. 

“ John I ” she cried, entering the room of the 
managing director. “ Where are the others ? 
Why haven’t you sent for them to come, and 
take some of the responsibility ? You poor soul, 
you haven’t had a wink of sleep either.” 

” I have had no desire for sJeep, my dear," he 
replied, “ and I sent for my colleagues, and find 
they are absent from home. I hope that answers 
all your questions.” She demanded other parti- 
culars. 

” Have you cancelled the dismissal of the boy 
Overton ? ” 

" No,” he answered doggedly, ” and I have not 
the slightest intension of doing so. Labour must 
be taught a lesson. Labour has to understand 
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that discipline ^is a thing to be maintained at 
all costs.” 

“ Let somebody else do all that. You needn’t 
take the job on. Look at all that has happened 
as a result of your ” 

” I haye not read the journals,” said Mr. 
Cruttwell -doggedly, “ and I do not intend to do 
so. My way is clear. I have put my hand to 

the plough and Besides, tftefe's the (^lestion 

of dignity.” 

" Which of these telephones communicates 
with the offices ? ” He pointed to one ; men- 
tioned that the other had been disconnected, 
by his orders, to escape interruptions. Mrs. 
Cnttwell, speaking, requested the head-cashier 
to come at once,to Mr. Cruttwell’s room ; she 
directed one of the lady typists to pin ’on hat, and 
rush to find Jackson. 

“ My dear,” said Mr. Cruttwell, with a tired 
attempt at determination, " I pan allow no one, 
not even you, to dislocate the machinery that I 
have set to work. My plans are fixed and settled, 
and I am going to see them through to the bitter 
end.” She requested one of the other lady clerks 
to bring a cup and saucer. " At home, at Gerrard’s 
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Cross, I leave everything to yor^; here it is I 
who am in charge. Understand that, please I ” 

Mrs. Cruttwell, producing a Thermos flask, 
poured out hot coffee and milk. Her husband, 
obeying orders with the reluctance of one 
who feels he may be creating a dangerous pre- 
cedent, drank it, and in less than two minutes 
was fast asleep. Notv, coffee in a general way is sup- 
posed ti keep people awake ; one" can only assume 
this liiust have been a special blend, prepared for 
a special purpose, by Mrs. Cruttwell. Just before 
he went off, her husband, in a drowsy manner, 
inquired after baby. 

The cashier, privately consulted, seemed doubt- 
ful until Mrs. Cruttwell spoke of an increase of 
£25 a year. A minute later, Jackson was shown 
in. A screen had been placed around the chair 
where Mr, Cruttwell slept. 

“ Mr, Jackson, an unfortunate misunder- 
standing appears ^to have arisen." 

" No misunderstanding on our side, lady,” re- 
marked Jackson. 

" My husband is resting,” went on Mrs. Crutt- 
well, " and he has l§ft it to me to explain. His 
remarks to the lad were in the nature of a joke, 
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that young 0^j(erton seems to have taken seri- 
ously." ’ 

" But what about him being paid oft ? Him, 
with his father in the hospital, and his poor 
mother " 

Mrs. Cruttwell gave a sign to the cashier, and 
that gentleman stepped forward. To her ques- 
tion, Jackson admitted ttiat he had never 
attempted to speak or to listih “cit a teld|phone : 
Jackson expressed a hope that Heaven would 
continue to guard him from the necessity of 
making such a delicate experiment. The clEshier 
thereupon said that telephones were uncommonly 
tricky things, with one word sounding vgry much 
like another, and at times sounding like nothing 
at all. The governor, it appeared, made some 
inquiry concerning an address in ’Hampshire, 
and the message had been taken to refer to 
Overton the lad, instead of Overton the village. 
The cashier wished to accept e]),tire responsibility. 

" Why didn’t he say so when the deputation 
called ? ” 

"A commendable desire," said the cashier, 
" on the part of the governor to stand up for me, 
and take the blame himself." 
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Jackson considered the matter. ^ Mrs. Cruttwell 
begged him to waste no time, bicause she was 
on her way to Mrs. Overton’s house, and 
deliver there bottles of port to be used as a 
medicine. 

w r 

“ If the rest see it in this new light,” announced 
Jackson, " they'll be back at work, every one of 
'em, before the bell ^oes for dinner ! ” 

the other directors, giving respite to 
grouse, arrived by the Great Northern express 
from* Scotland, they assured Mr. Cruttwell he 
had conducted a difficult business in a tactful 
manner, and hoped it would be a lesson to him. 
The House of Commons that afternoon was 
informed that the slight trouble at the works had 
been satisfactorily arranged. The Ambassador 
was recalled, and publicly censured for exceeding 
his instructions ; later he found himself honoured 
with the title of fount. 

The grass plot in front of the works has been 
converted into a garden, and the baby girl at 
Gerrard’s Cross takes great care to kiss her father 
every morning, before he steps into the car. 



THE TRIUMPH OF YOUNG 
CAYtEY 

I HAVE a suspicion this is a story that ought 
not to be written. I^fear it may have a 
discouraging effect on energetic young n^n who 
happen to read it. Likely enough, Cayley himself 
does not wish to be reminded of the indiscretions 
of twenty-four. All the same, it has to bS^told. 

Ernest Cayley was getting on well in a West End 
firm ; that is to say, he received £150 a jjear, with 
a small bonus in December, and payment for 
overtime. One gf the few luxuries he permitted 
himself was that of occupying the* position of 
Cabinet Minister in the local Parliament ; this 
meant an initial expenditure of 5s. for the session, 
and one had to keep up a certain amount of style — 
flower in the buttonhole on Thursday evenings, 
patent leather boots. Mr. Chamberlain returned 
from his trip to South Africa in March of that 
year, and Ernest Cayley, after a debate on this 
topic, was looking forward hopefully to the end 
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of the session ; he had been badgered to such 
an extent by one or two members o< the Opposition 
that, keeping a brave face to the world, he was 
privately considering whether it would be worth 
his while to take ofl&ce a^in. Perhaps a drainatic 
resignation, now and at once.* 

" Beg to give notice,” said a member, rising 
with scarlet countehance on the other side, " that 
at the/ext meeting of this House I shall move a 
vote 4f censure on the Secretary of State for the 
Colonies.” Some commotion ensued, and a 
Conservative who always cried " Question I ” 
when anything was said with which he did not 
agree, shouted the word three times for luck. 
Ernest pencilled a note on the sheet of paper in 
front of him, placed a hand in fsont of his mouth 
to pretend he was hiding a yawn. 

” Will you make a point of preparing a bit,” 
requested the Prime Minister, when the Speaker 
left the chair, " for next Thursday ? I happen 
to know the other side's issuing a lot of tickets 
for the Strangers' Gallery.” 

Ernest Cayley snapped the elastic band around 
his papers. ” I thiqk,” he replied, ” that I will 
leave it to the spur of the moment.” 
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" Just as you like. Only don’t let the spur 
of the momenl\tum us out now that we have 
managed to hang on so long.” 

Ernest, with a week to arrange his defence, 
read lea^ding articles in nwspapers that supported 
his policy, studied those which did not agree with 
him. Walking in St. James’s Park at lunch-time, 
and across Wandsworth Cqinihon of an evening, 
he imagined every possible funge the Wemy 
might make, selected the best guard, practised 
the neatest riposte. At the corner of Melody 
Road he one night encountered HarwooST the 
man responsible for the threatened motion ; both 
were gesticulating with arms, lips moved^silently. 
They frowned at each other, and remarked 
gloomily in passing on that it was a fine night. 

'* By the by,” said Harwood, rufining back, 
"happen to be using your two tickets for the 
gallery next Thursday ? ” 

" I am not using them.” 

" There's a political gentleman, an acquaintance 
of mine, and his daughter.” Harwood blushed. 
" I’d like to ask them to come, but I've given 
mine away.” 

" Here they are,” said Ernest Cayley, producing 
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his pocket-book. " Pray make any use of them 
that you think fit.” 

It may have been that the courtesy shown by 
Ernest modified the deportment of Harwood on 
the evening of the debate ; possibly the presence 
of a young woman in furs, seated with her father 
in the front row of the gallery, encouraged good 
manners at the expense of efiectiveness. The 
Secretgdy of State for the Colonies exchanged 
whisjfcrs with the Foreign Minister, who said, 
" Well, old man, he hasn’t exactly wiped the floor 
with you.” The resolution having been seconded 
briefly, Ernest Cayley rose. Addressing the 
Speaker, he remarked that he had no complaint 
to make in regard to the matter or the manner 
of the honourable member’s speech ; they did 
honour, if he might say so, to the House in which 
he delivered them, the country that gave him 
birth. (Cheers, and the cry of " Question.”) 
But when he can^e to consider what the honour- 
able member did not say, and did not say because 
he dared not say, then he was bound to confess 
the* time for compliments was past. Ernest 
held the lapel of lus coat with one hand ; the 
other arm was extended. *' Sir, enough of the 
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cautious phrase, the hesitating word. I am about 
to speak plainly. I am going to speak to the 
point.” 

Harwood, at the close of the evening— evidently 
acting under instructions — ^presented Ernest to 
the girl. in furs and to Mr. Scott, her father. 
Ernest \n^shed to talk to the girl and to receive 
her compliments, but Mr. ^cott would not pern;it 
this. The father declared he Had not ij^n joyed 
anything so much for a long, long time. Had 
Mr. Cayley heard of the H.M.G. movement, and 
what did he think of the scoundrelly biS?mess ? 
Ernest replied that he was not fully acquainted 
with the intentions of the supporters, b^t he had 
no doubt they deserved, and would encounter, 
severe oppositiou. 

Look here," said the other, " Tih like your- 
self — frank, outspoken, straightforward. We 
have just started an anti-H.M.G. Society, Will 
you leave Great George Streep, take the job of- 
secretary, and work like a nigger for the 
cause ? " 

" How much a year, sir ? " 

" Three-fifty, and all travelling expenses paid." 
Ernest Cayley gasped. " Don't decide right off. 
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Come back to Porchester Square and have some 
supper, and talk it over/' 

“ Our carriage is waiting," said Miss Scott 
pleasantly. " Mr. Harwood, we’ll say good-night 
to you." 

, t 

To follow up the work of the society as engi- 
neered by Ernest would have necessitated going 
through the columns of London and provincial 
jouma)s, only ihat I have been privileged to 
inspect correspondence addressed in the e?irly 
days to Mrs. Cayley— mother of Ernest— and, 
later, "lo some one else. One of the first is from 
Reading. "A fairly good meeting," he writes, 
" held in the town hall, but unfortunately there 
was little opposition, the H.M.G.'s apparently 
thinking discretion the better course of valour. 
Lord Hinkham spoke to me afterwards and said 
my platform style reminded him of that of a 
well-known public man ; he could not recall the 
-.name. Only one reporter present, and he was 
drawing girls' faces most of the time.” A letter, 
from Oxford is in a brighter tone. " All the best 
men from the various colleges were present, and 
I spoke with great fervour. At the close a 
branch was formed. Clearly the H.H.G.’s stand 
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no chance where higher education prevails. I 
appear to haveimade a slight error in venturing 
upon a classical illusion. I was not aware before 
that Hades had two syllables, and I did not wish 
to use before a cultivated assembly the other 
word** ^ . • 

In regard to the H.M.G.'s, I am told that this 

furious, sweeping attack conducted by Cayley 

* 

stunned the authorities, demoralized the secre- 
tary. They had taken comfortably appointed 
offices in Vauxhall Bridge Road for a term of 
five years, twelve months only of whirtf ’’ad 
gone, and it was their intention to carry on a 
decorous campaign with just sufiicient ^irit to 
please the subscribers. You can guess at the 
annoyance when news came in of Cayley's rushing 
methods. Members wrote to inquire what was 
being done to meet the storm ; the secretary felt 
it advisable to bring the matter before the May 
meeting of the committee. The committee in-^ 
eluded one gentleman of leisure who had often 
been invited to speak in public on various subjects 
but never so often as he wished ; his proposal was 
that he and the secretary should be empowered 
to arrange during the summ^ recess for as many 
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meetings on behalf of the H.M.G. as seemed 

necessary in order to counteract;the work of the 

opposition society. The committee, glad of the 

chance of passing on the responsibility, agreed. 

A lady who had hitherto sent an annual sub- 
$ 

scription of half-a-crown promised to make it 
five shillings. “ And I hope,” she said, ” that 
all those whose names stand at the top of the list 
with their huildreds and their fifties will follow 
my good example.” 

It was at this period that Ernest Cayley be 
to address his informal reports to another lady. 
I think she must l^ave written congratulating 
him ojj the success of his efforts. 

” Dear Miss Scott,” he writes. ” Caught the 
express from Paddington this morning, after 
morning's Vork at central agency, and arrived 
(Exeter) in good time for meeting. To my 
surprise, found H.M.G.'s were starting their 
‘ campaign here, ^nd had chosen same date. I at 
once wrote civil letter to secretary inviting him 
to come to my platform after his meeting, or 
ofiering to come to him when I had closed mine. 
He replied to the effect that in view of lan- 
guage I had used concerning his society he could 
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not trust himself to face me in debate ; feared 
he might be caijried away by feelings of indigna- 
tion. We had excellent meeting, and ascertaining 
that large hall taken by the others was but 
onc-quartcr filled I su^^gestcd to chairman that 
he should abstain ^rom making any remarks, but 
request chtire audience to go on lh('.re with us. 
The H.M.G.’s were greatly Surprised to see ns 
trooping in. I asked some questions, and was 
invited to go up on the platform. I said offer 
came too late. We sang verses which you com- 
posed, and retired. Later their secretary came 
to see me at hotel, and said he wished to speak 
tome as man to man. Said we were*cutting 
eftch other's throats, and I replied with 
some humour that his early demise was my 
constant wish and prayer. To appeal from 
him that we should both, m own peisonal 
interests slacken pace I answered with indig- 
nation. 

"Thank you very much for the bunch of 
violets. They smell quite pleasant." 

The next letter, dated a fortnight afterwards, 
is from the London ofiBiceV^ 

13 B®- 
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“ My Dearest Evelyn, — ^The H.M.G.’s have 
relinquished their tour, and there is reason to 
believe that the members of Parliament who at 
first espoused their cause are withdrawing support. 
Their secretary — a friendly chap, but apparently 
entirely without principle — ^tald me tjie other 
day at Rugby Junction that the subscriptions 
now coming in were about sufficient to keep the 
ofifice cat. I think the time has come when we 
can reduce the number of public meetings, the 
more so that my voice has temporarily disap- 
peared," but other efforts will be sustained. I 
hope you saw my letter, signed ' A Mother of 
Six,' in yesterday's Telegraph, and one, also 
from my pen, in to-day’s Post, signed ‘ A 
Roman Citizen.' It is good tp hear that your 
father regards my poor endeavours with approval ; 
it is better still to know that they have aroused 
in you the instinct of affection. Your proposal 
'tnat we should fly.to foreign climes is an admirable 
one, but it has the defect tJiat, if carried out, I 
should be unable to direct the work of our society. 
Perhaps Streatham would do as well. Think 
this over, and, in course of a week or two, let me 
know." 
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The last note in the series begins “ Darling,” 
and is penned with obvious haste : — 

" News of testimonial has come as enormous 
surprise to me. Shall be at your father's house 
promptly at eight o’clock to-night. Can we see 
each oth^r for a few brief, precious moments ? ” 

The newspaper cutting is daied the next day ; — 

" At 115, Porchester Square, W., last night a 
pleasing ceremonial was gone through in con- 
nection \yith the work of the Anti-H.M.G.‘ society. 
Mr. Jasper Scott, F.S.A.* in taking the chair, 
announced that the movement which tbfiy some 
neonths ago set out to oppose had been routed 
and extinguished, and it was no longer necessary 
for their society to exist. The success had been 
due entirely to the almost superhuman energies 
shown by the secretary, Mr. Ernest Cayley. 
(Cheers.) He had pleasure i^ji presenting hnn 
with an album containing snapshots of the 
members of the committee, and he trusted Mr. 
Cayley would now enjoy the retirement to which 
he was entitled. Mr. Cayl^ acknowledged the 
gift with great emotion." 
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Ernest called at Great George Street three 
months subsequently, and after a^wait of an hour 
and a quarter was permitted to state his case. 

" I could have told you what a mistake you 
were making,” said his old employer, “ if yov. had 
cared to ask me. You exceeded the legal limit. 
You ran past the signals. You arrived at the 
pierhead before apy <one expected you. You 
were never meant to be a politician ; you ought 
to have been a race-horse. Not married, you 
say ? ” , 

“ Nor' likely to be, sir.” 

“ You can come back here at your former 
salary,”' said the other. “ I dare say you've had 
your lesson.” 
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N aughty glrl I " remarked the taU mother, 
looking down at the child with the frown 
of a disappointed art critic. “ Can’t think ho^Hr 
in the world you came to be a daughter of mine." 
The child sighed penitently. " What’s that you 
say ? ” 

" Didn’t say anything, mamma.” 

" Then why didn’t you ? What’s the use of 
my standing here talking for your good, if you 
take no notice ? Do you think I’ve nothing 
better to do than to stay and argue, with you ? ’’ 
A retort seemed to be creeping near to the 
thoughts of the small girl, but she sent it back. 

".Once more,” said her mother, with delib^a- 
tion, " and only or "3 more I’m going to ask you 
the question, and if you can give me a civil and 
respectful answer, I shall feel extremely obliged. 
Of course, I know I’ve no right to ask it.” This 
with a tremor of the head denoting sarcasm. 
197 
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" I'm nobody in this house. My own child is 
allowed to ride rough-shod over me. I wish to 
ask, and I promise you I shan’t Cisk you again : 
if you won’t tell me you must put up with the 
consequences — ^have you or have you not said 

in • 

your prayers ? 

“ Yes, mamma, thank you.” 

" Then say them again and say them distinctly, 
so that I can h^ar ^ou. Do you hear ? Don’t 
mumble your words like a — ^like a hum m i n g bird,” 
she concluded lamely. 

The ct’ld, kneeling on the cold floor, went 
through the appeals ; the while her mother 

t 

untied some of the curl-papers that appeared to 
have loosened slightly, re-twisting them until the 
girl offered a gasp of protest. ” Pity my simplicity, 
suffer me to come to Thee, Amen ! ” 

" He never will,” prophesied the mother, 
taking upon herself the task of giving an imme- 
diat'‘ reply to the prayers. “ He’d never be 
bothered with a wicked, dk obedient child like 
you. It’s a very different place that you’ll go 
to, Sarah, my girl, and some day you’ll recognize 
that your poor mother you despise so much uras 
right. Repeat those verses I taught you. Re- 
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peat them now before you get into bed again.” 
The girl complied. 

“ Fairly goqfi ! ” decided the mother, with 
candid regret at being forced to give commenda- 
tion. ” I’ve heard you say them better. Now 

V 

the ninth of Revel^ion,” snuffing the candle 
which she held, ” and then you can get back into 
bed. Begin at ‘ And he.opened.’ ” 

” ‘And he opened,' ’’’reeJited, the child, again 
fixing her gaze on the wall-paper for more com- 
plete concentration of mind, " ‘ he opened the 
bottomless pit ; and there arose a snjijke out of 

the pit, as the smoke o^as the smoke of ’ ” 

" ' A great ' ” * 

" ' Smoke of a great furnace, and the sun and 
the air were darkened by reason of the smoke of 
the pit. And there came out of, the smoke — 
roses ’ ” 

“ Think what you’re saying, miss.” 

" ‘ There came out of the smoke locus.t§,u^on 
the earth, and u»* ' Xhem was given power as the 
scorpions of the earth have power.’ ” 

" That will do,” announced the mother 
graciously. ” What is a scorpion ? ” 

"A scorpion is an aiimal that — ^an animal 
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which ” Tears intervened. “ An animal that 

scorps.” 

“ Get to bed, do ! ” cried her parent, with a 
new vehemence. The child obeyed, and the 
mother setting the brass candle-stick on the table 
tucked her in, giving a sharp kiss on the fofeliead 

j 

where the hair was strained back. 

" If ever you grownup,” finally, “ and if ever 
you should be able to altord to buy children of 
your own, I hope, Sarah, you’ll remember how 
kind your own mother was to you ! " 

“ Mamma, dear ! what is a scorpion really ? ” 
" I had intended leaving the candle for a few 
minutes,” declared the' mother, " until you’d 
gone oft “to sleep. But as a reward for asking 
that silly question, I shall simply leave you, Sarah, 
completely in^the dark ! ” 

This was not an unprecedented event, and the 
child turned her head on the pillow with a steady 
determination not to care whether she went to 
sleep immediately, dr whether ‘'he stayed awake 
for some hours. The faint light which came 
through the blinds gave a shadow of moving 
branches of a tree in the garden, and this, at first, 
seemed like company ; '.company agreeing cordi- 
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ally with every argument until the wind outside 
rose, and then the shadows became ill-tempered, 
losing all control -■'.nd engaging in a hand-to-hand 
fight. 

" They’re scorping each other ! ” said the little 
girl, alarmed. 

Here was only the beginning of an eventful 
hour. Crawling things cam^out of the roses on 
the wall, and they too began to struggle, clutching 
each other fiercely. When one locust had de- 
feated and eaten a considerable number of 
opponents and, in consequence, became swelled 
to a perfectly unreasonable size, he slid down the 
wall-paper and sat on the edge of her ^nllow, 
breathing stertorously and chuckling at intervals. 

" I know what I shall do,” said the bloated 
locust, " when I've had a bit of a smoke and a 
rest. I shall look out for some youngster, and I 
shall eat her. That's what I shall do, and I shan’t 
make any bones about it either ! ” ~ , 

She kept very qul* 'i in the fearful hope that 
the enormous insect might doze off and forget all 
about her. But now smoke filled the room, and 
through it, one could see a furnace blazing steadily 
with the iron door open. ^Flames came out. 
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fierce flames that made a spurt across at her face, 
and, unable to refrain any longer from expressing 
the thoughts of her terrified lAind — 

" Whatever on earth is the matter, now ? " 
demanded the mother testily, appearing in a 
white gown, and carrying thp brass candlestick. 
" I really believe you frighten yourself on purpose 
for no reason at aK ! ” 

♦ , ♦ ’ * ♦ * 

You will have guessed that all this happened 
nearly thirty years ago, and when you have crossed 
the spatf.'' of time indicated and landed into the 
present year, I want to introduce you again to 
Sarah, who has made progress more leisurely. So 
leisurely, indeed, that we were all on the point 
of labelling her as spinster when the news came 
that she had made an excellent marriage ; a lady 
contemporary on accepting the information re- 
marked, with a good amount of acidity, that 
itjTiafc one feel there was a chance for everybody. 

t 

On more news arriving »yt’ar later, the same 
woman said, giving a short laugh — 

“ Wonder what kind of a mother she’ll make ? ” 
You and I can easily see. 

Sarah, at the headlirf the table, in the temporary 
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absence of her husband at a City Company dinner, 
selects critically from the contents of a plate 
before her, and f^ys to the maid — 

" Kindly pass this to Master Edgar.” 

" Give me some scrump,” orders that young 
gentleman. 

” No. dear,” replies Sarah, with decision, " no. 

The well done contains lesT nourishment for a 

• * 

little boy. Eat what is given you,<ind be thank- 
ful.” 

” Give A\e some scrump, or I don’t touch a 
single bit of it.” 

" Haven’t you any appetite, dearie ? ” 

The small boy, declining to waste words, joints 
ct the particular quarter of the joint that has 
engaged his young affections. 

" Don’t imagine for a moment,” Says Sarah, 
shaking her head reprovingly, ” that you are 
going to have your own way. When I was a little 
girl, I was never allowed to ^argue wifli'ni.y 
parents.” 

” I’m not arguing.” 

" But you are, my sweet.” 

” I’m not. It’s you I " 

*' Well, well,” remarks Saicih cheerfully, " now 
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that we’ve settled that point, let us both set to 
and eat our dinner, shall we ? Let’s see who 
finishes first.” 

“ You can do as you like,” answers the little 
boy. " I’m going to have some well done, or 
I'm going to have nothing at all.” 

Sarah gazes at him earnestly in the hope of 
detecting signs of wavering ; failing to discover 
these, she givps a sigh. 

” Mary, bring back Master Edgar’s plate.” 

" Lot of fuss,” comments the young gentleman, 
” abouti "lothing at all.” 

The meal goes on more cheerfully after this, 

and the boy gives his mother expert opinion on 

the team sent out to Australia. Sarah listens. 

approvingly, checking here and there a tendency 

to use what she calls slang, and calling the maid to 

give evidence in support of her assertion ; the 

maid, like many witnesses in more important 

cas«v shows an excess of enthusiasm, and her 
1 

mistress reproves her, reminding Mary that boys 
will be boys, and that it is useless to expect they 
should be angels. The youth, observing his 
favourite dish is not amongst the sweets, becomes 
less vivacious, and *jays plainly that this is a 
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rotten household, bewailing his own rotten luck 
in being a member. 

" Twenty minuites’ reading,” announces Sarah 
genially, " and then off he goes to bye-bye I ” 

" I'nj going to stay^up to see father.” 

" Look here, Edgar,” says his mother deliber- 
ately. " Attend to me and don’t play with the 
salted almonds. It is lUivT twenty minutes to 
nine ; at ten minutes past, yob go straight 
upstairs. Why, do you know that when I was 
your age, I had to go to bed at seven o’clock, 
summer and winter 1 ” 

" Nice sort of mothoi yoij must have had.” 

" She was a dear, affectionate soul.” 

" That’s where you had the pull over me. 
Shall we have a /ight ? You pretend to be a 
burglar breaking into the house and ITl be father 
and tackle you. Come on ; don’t waste time.” 

" If I do this,” bargains Sarah, “ you’ll promise 
to go to bed, dear, the moment; the cloc? shows 
half-past nine.” 

" Out y.-Ju go I ” orders the child. 

Sarah, returning in one of her husband's over- 
coats and one of his tweed caps, remarks aloud, 
in the character of the pafit, that this seems a 
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decent sort of crib, and that a good haul may be 
expected. Goes around by the windows, and 
finding the boy remains silent hopes he has gone 
to sleep and herself keeps quiet. To tell the 
truth she is rather nervous, for these ^ games 
become more unequal every day, and in mimic 
tussles she cannot manage her boy as in earlier 
times. Coming alorig furtively in the direction 
of the table, rfie gives a sudden scream. 

" At last," growls a deep voice, " at last, Jim 
Latham, I have nabbed you. Are you going to 
the poliOS-station quietly or are you going to 
make a fuss ? " 

" Edgar, dear, you’re hurting your mother. 
Do please be more careful. You're too rough.” 

The lights arc turned on by the indignant 
boy. 

" Most extraordinary,” he complains, “ but 
somehow or other, you never can keep an3dhmg 
going "tbr long. , We might have had quite a 
decent game if you had ority ^’ne on pretending." 

" Shall we play at me hiding things, and you 
trying to find them ? ” 

" Kids’ sport ! ” 

" Well,” says SaraB' despairingly, " you suggest 
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something, dear. Only don’t let ns lose sight of 
the clock ! Father ■will be so cross if he comes 
home and finds are still up.” 

The child adroitly suggests a diversion that 
seems likely to occupy a considerable portion of 
time ; in*the course of it, Sarah has to assume 
variously the characters of Lady Jane Grey at 
the Tower, Charles the Firs^in Wliitehall, Uncle 
Tom, the Sheriff of Nottinghamijhire, and an 
unpopular lad named Morell at the preparatory 
school for Young Ladies and Gentlemen in Lad- 
broke Grove. They have not come t<^the end 
when a key turns in the front door, and the boy’s 
father closes it after him quietly, as one fearful 
of arousing the household. 

" I say ! ” entering the room. " Really, Sarah, 
really. I don’t want to be annoyeck with you, 
but that boy of ours ought to have been in bed 
long ago.” 

" Brought me an5dhing ? ” demand the 
youngster. 

” My lad,” turning to his offspring, " in point 
of fact, I've brought a box of sweets for you. 
Each guest was presented with one before leaving. 
But as punishment for stayisig up like this, when 
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you are aware that I want you to go to bed early, 
you won't have them until the morning." 

" Good-night, mother." 

" Good-night, my dear. But I’m coming up 
with you. Say good-night to your father." 

"Not unless he gives me r those sweets." 

The father hesitates. " Do you think they’ll 
do him any harm, Sarah ? " 

Sarah, returning twenty minutes later, mentions 
she has read him to sleep and hopes he will have 
pleasant dreams. The father says children must 
be allowc -1 to be happy when they are young, lest 
the chance should never come again. 

" We were all little people once," he adds 
generously, " and I expect our parents did their 
level best to spoil us if the truth were known." 

" Daresay that is so," agrees Sarah. " I was 
telling the dear boy only just now what a good, 
indulgent mother mine was I " 



A SWISS r6le 

W E' had no acquaintances at the hotel, but 
Mander’s sweetheart and her young 
brother were coming out tcr^tay for a fortnight. 
Mander had met her at an amateur theatrical 
club to which they both belonged, and he was 
very much gone on the lady — up to the eyebrows 
in fact. He said she had the sense ot humour 
highly developed and described her as very sport- 
ing ; always ready to share a joke. It was jjn the 
fourth morning that Mander knocked at my door 
and made an announcement. 

" What’s that ? ” I shouted. 

" Most awfully sorry,” he said, ” but it’s 
thawing.” 

" What a confounded muddle you are*lnaking 
of this trip to be 'shre,* I called back irritably. 
*' You induce us to take our holiday from the 
City in January instead of August, you persuade 
us to come out here with the idea of enjo5dng 
Alpine sports, and now — 
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" We shall have to make the best of it, old 
chap. After all, it isn’t my fault.” 

" Whose fault is it then ? ” Manders appeared 
unable to give an answer oh-hand. 

I dressed and went downstairs, and in the hall 
gazed out at the sloppy ground that the previous 
night had been covered with thick, white, sensible 
snow. The rest oi the people were looking 
depressed, with the exception of a short in 
spectacles. 

" Change in the weather,” he remarked. 

" The^ fact has not escaped my notice,” 
I said in a bitter way. “ You don’t seem to 
mind.” 

He told me his name was Barton and that he 
was a professor of literature somewhere. His 
fiancie and her mother were fond of tobogganing, 
an exercise for which he had no great affection ; 
the thaw gave him a chance of getting on with 
some -i/idoor work. A young woman called to 

f 

him from the corridor ^o cw.ne in for breakfast, 
and he went like a shot. 

“ I can only say again,” remarked Mander 
over coffee and rolls and honey, “ that I ex- 
tremely regret the occurrence, and if you three 
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will but give me a little time to think it over, I 
rather fancy I may be able to organize something 
in the nature, of a lark as compensation." 

" All very well^or you,” said one of our party. 
" h our girl is arriving at mid-day." Professor 
Barton rose from his table close by with the two 
ladies and nodded to me as he left. " Who is 
the soft-headed-looking man ? If Mander is 
goi^g to arrange anything in the shape of a 
practical joke, that chap might come in useful." 

Every writing-table was captured before any 
of our party could get possession of ajpen. We 
wont into the ballroom and monkeyed about for 
a while, but the maids came to polish th^ floor 
in preparation for a dance to take place that 
evening, and we ]iad to turn out. The billiard- 
room was occupied by some old Scotdh gentlemen 
who perhaps knew all about curling, but in regard 
to this game seemed doubtful about which end 
of the cue they ought to hol^. We railed at 
Mander. 

" Stop I " he cried, holding up his hand. " At 
lunch-time I can promise you the biggest fun 
you ever encountered in all your lives." 

“ At whose expense ? " "f asked. 
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" It won't cost us anything." 

" I mean, who is to suffer ? " 

" Not you,” replied Mander reassuringly. " All 
you’U have to do is to sit sfnd look on.” He 
threw his head back and ^^ent to and fro in the 
rocking-chair with something, like ecstasy. ” An 
inspiration,” he declared. " Nothing less.” 

Lunch was the p.«*xt, and the only immediate 
incident to look forward to ; Mander, as I have 
hinted, had the 1.30 train to meet. The meal 
started before the new guests arrived, and we 
were neav’y half-way through when Mander and 
Miss Yardley and her brother came in ; they took 
a separate table because there was no room at the 
long table, and we noticed they were talking 
eagerly. To tell the truth, we^did not regard her 
arrival with perfect satisfaction, for it meant, as 
we knew', taking Mander away from us. Mander 
had his faults, as the best of us have, but he was 
a greaf organi^r. Any member of the Wine 
Trade Club wdll confirnl' this*’ opinion. 

It was out in the hall, as most of the people 
were taking coffee, that we discovered Mander 
intended to be as good as his word. Miss Yardley 
came down the step^rom the corridor and looked 
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around ; we were about to go forward to meet 
her when she caught sight of my new acquaint- 
ance. Miss Yardley clutched at her blouse, 
seemed about to c(ilapse, and then with an effort 
recovered and walked |jrmly across to his wicker 
chair. 

"Sir,” she said in a deep impressive voice, 
" men at some time are qia^rs of their fates.” 

" Julius Caesar 1 ” ejaculated Barton. His 
fiancSe told him not to use coarse language. 

“ But not always,” went on Mander’s sweet- 
heart, speaking more loudly. "You lit^ls thought 
that we should meet again^and in such circum- 
stances. Thus the whirligig of time brings in his 
revenges.” 

" Twelfth Night I ” remarked Barton. 

" Ah, you do remember then ? ”* she cried. 
" The fifth of January at Kensington Town Hall. 
That last dance together. Heavens 1 how I have 
suffered since then.” 

" What does shis me?ln, Henry ? ” demanded 
Barton's companion. " Something has been kept 
back from me. I insist upon knowing all.” 

" My dear,” said Barton, " let the lady finish 
what she has to say.” 


O 
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There was perfect silence now in the hall. 
Gieneral conversation had stopped, and the desire 
appeared to be to listen eagerly and at the same 
time affect to be indifferent. ^Mander came to 
the steps and looked on. ,, 

" Pray continue,” urged B?.rton, rising, “ and 
take my chair.” 

" Remain where y9!^“T,rf ,” she ordered, pointing 
a finger at him dramatically. *' And tell me first 
of all, is this woman your affianced wife ? ” 

” That is a fair description,” he admitted. 

" And ar? you going to deny in her presence,” 
continued Mander’s girl, " that you and I were 
at oijp time all in all to each other ? Do you 
intend to allege that you did not throw me away 
as one discards an old glove ? ,.Can you look at 
me and declare that you have treated me fairly ? 
Oh, what a piece of work is man ! ” she cried 
bitterly. " How noble in reason, how infinite 
in ”' 

“•Henry,” interrupted tlfe other lady agonizedly, 
“ tell me at once. Is this true ? ” 

" Since you put the question," said Barton, 
" I suppose I am bound to answer it. I ought 
to have told you abodt it before, Alice. It was 
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not right of me *to keep back the circumstances. 
I confess all. Now go upstairs to your mother’s 
room and tell her, and take her advice. As for 
you,” turning to Mander’s girl, “ I frankly admit 
that I owe reparation. We will discuss the 
matter quietly.” 

The young chaplain of the hotel, a very good 
fellow, went forward ^yitl*, evidently some idea 
of making peace. 

" No, no,” she stammered. She glanced 
around in the direction of Mander for assistance, 
but he seemed unable to move. She went in a 
dazed way to the steps and disappeared ; Mander 
followed. The guests gave an " Ah 1 ” of satis- 
faction at this break in what had threatened to 
prove a monotonous day, and began to discuss 
the matter in low eager tones. Professor Barton 
instructed the waiter to bririg a cigar, and leaning 
back took some proofs from his pocket and started 
on the work of correcting them. We thfee stared 
at each other. ’ 

“ Where does the joke come in ? ” I asked. 

" My opinion,” said one, " is that it isn’t 
coming in. I believe it’s gone wrong.” 

“In that case,” I said, "this is not one of 
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Mander’s successes.” They suggested we should 
go and find him. “ No,” I decided. ” It’s his 
show, and our best plan will be to abstain from 
interfering. Personally I am ^against practical 
jokes of all descriptions — ^unless, that is, they go 
off well.” , * . 

Mander came from the corridor and beckoned. 
“For goodness sake,” vhs,, whispered agitatedly, 
" come and talk to her and cheer her up. I don’t 
seem to be able to do anything, and her brother 
is as difficult as she is.” 

Miss Yardjey’s mood appeared to have changed. 
The idea had occurred to her that Mander perhaps 
believed the remarks made by the professor, and 
she was now in a greater state of anxiety than 
before ; it took Mander, with my .fervent support, 
quite fifteen Ininutes to persuade her to give up 
this attitude. As I pointed out, the long arm of 
coincidence could not possibly be so lengthy as 
this ; besides, she would not have gone on with 
the pleasantry if she and the professor had ever 
met. " It seemed such a lark,” she said despond- 
ently, “ when Mr. Mander suggested it to me. I 
thought it would make a capital story to tell them 
about when we start Rehearsing for our spring 
performance.” ' 
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“ You did it •well,” I declared. " Rather too 
many Shakespearean quotations, but otherwise 
you played your part excellently. No one could 
have anticipated ^hat the little man would spoil 
it aU." 

“What'll can’t understand,” said Mander 
perplexedly, " is why he did so.” 

“ Unless he wanted an excuse to break off his 

• * 

engagement,” suggested Miss Yardley’s young 
brother. ” In which case you chaps have simply 
played right into his hand. Another time, Mary,” 
addressing his sister, ” don’t mix yourself in a 
matter of this kind without first consulting me. 
So far as I can see, my best plan will be to take 
you back, or send you back, to London by the 
next train.” The others protested volubly. 

“ Give me ten minutes," I said, V and maybe 
I shall be able to put it right for you.” 

In the corridor Barton was examining through 
his glasses the cancelled notices on the board. 
His sweetheart "and iier mother were at the 
moment desce^iding the staircase, and I waited 
to see what would happen. The girl advanced 
on tip-toe and put her hands on his shoul- 
ders. 
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" I have told mother, Henry dear,” she said, 
” and her advice is that vve at once pack up and 
get away.” 

“ A good notion,” he agreed/ 

“ Excuse me,” 1 remarked^, stepping forward, 
“ but can you tell me. Professor Barton' the name 
of the lady who was speaking to you just now in 
the hall ? ” 

” The lady,” he replied, looking at me just 
over his spectacles, " is apparently connected 
with your party, and if the information is not in 
your posses§jpn you can easily obtain it.” 

" This is no moment for evasiveness.” It 
seemed to me that I had got my ingenious frienii 
into a corner. 

" Her name is Miss Yardley.”, 

” Thank you,” I said. " May I ask for five 
minutes’ private conversation ? ” 

“ Mother proposes,” remarked the girl to him, 
" that we three should go on to Beatenberg by 
the afternoon train. It appear^ there's plenty 
of snow there. Our trunks are ready.” 

“ m go and pack,” he promised readily, " so 
soon as I have listened to what this gentleman has 
to say.” 
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I took him i»to the large empty dining-room, 
made him sit down, drew up a chair. I put the 
whole matter frankly and fairly. I admitted the 
possibility that ho would consult the register book 
in the office had not occurred to me, and I agreed 
my questioii was in consequence a failure. Finally, 
I asked him to tell me why he had accepted the 
situation so calmly ; he had not instantly 
denied Miss Yardley’s accusations. 

" I had a good reason.” 

" Quite so,, quite so. But I want you to tell 
it to me. I’m curious to know. JlVe’re both 
men of the world.” 

'' No,” he interrupted. ” You may be^ but, 
as a matter of fact, I am not. I don’t mind 
telling you though, as we are on the point of 
going away, that their grievance against me has 
been ” — ^here he gave a jeftk of his head in the 
direction of the corridor — " that I am without the 
experiences an ordinary man of my age tias under- 
gone. Nothing* coul<> have happened better. 
Tell your frieods, please, from me that I shall 
never forget their kindness.” 

Miss Yardley broke oiS her engagement with 
■i 
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Mander, and became friendly with the young 
chaplain. Mander told me at Basle, on the way 
home, that he did not intend to organize another 
winter party to Switzerland. 



THE CITY MAN IN ’6o 

« 

M K.'^AMES BECKETT shaved with the 
best of his four razors, and, in going to 
the fringe of hair thaM?': allowed to grow under 
his chin, was so fortunate as to cut himself but 
once. Mrs. Beckett, hearing the familiar ejacu- 
lation, ran down to the cellar and brought with 
great care a small piece of cobwet^^to be placed 
on the injured spot. He combed forward side 
whiskers, and, in using the brush, saw — by ^d of a 
hand mirror — ^that the parting at the back of his 
head was straight and accurate. 

" Your slippers are just inside th’e door, dear." 
Mr. Beckett answered his wife’s announcement 
with a slight clearing of the voice that was not 
intended as an expression of thanks, tut only as 
a sign that he comprJhended. The slippers had 
been presented to him on his latest birthday by 
the two daughters (a trying occasion, when he 
had to be good-tempered in the morning) ; they 
were ornamented with bSkds worked in the pattern 
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of Prince of Wales’s feathers, and he had kissed 
the girls and told them — ^to their considerable 
relief — ^that nothing could have been more suit- 
able, or in better taste. In them, and shirt- 
sleeved, he now padded dojiihi the staircase and 
to the hall, where he took fropi a peg an alpaca 
jacket and a smoking-cap, worn in hours of ease ; 
the little housemaid wrr engaged there, and, 
catching sight of him, dropped a curtsy, and 
taking her brush and dust-pan flew to the 
kitchen. 

" Where ,are the children, Maria ? ” 

" They are out on the croquet lawn, dear.” 

" No business to be out on the croquet lawfi,'' 
he retorted. “ Morning dew most dangerous. 

Cold strikes upwards, and resplt is ” He 

dismissed the idea of giving a lecture on health. 
" Tell them I’m dowh.” He sat at the head of 
the large long table that had, at the other end, 
the protebtion of shining American cloth on a 
space where the tray wa^ to sthn d. The Daily 
Telegraph (Mr. Beckett prided himself on being 
well in the forefront of political thought) hung 
over a chair, with some idea of dr 3 dng itself in 
front of the fireplace ;*the time being June, the 



THE CnJY MAN IN ’6o 


^23 

stove was with a kind of gilded string, and 
an elegant fall of parti-coloured paper ribbons 
hung upon a hook. Mr. Beckett pointed as his 
wife was leaving^ the room, and she came back 
hurriedly to transfer the journal from its resting- 
place to lii*»itablc. An ormolu clock on the black 
marble r\iantelpiecc struck, in deep tones, the 
hour. 

'• Morning, papa ! ” A respectful chorus of 
voices. 

" Eight o’clock,” he said precisely, “ is the 
time appointed for the breakfast^ meal. Not 
three minutes past. Say grace, one of you.” 

- •The housemaid, entering, arrested herself, and 
drooped eyes, as the boy of the family, in a tone 
of voice only used on these occasions, said " For 
what are about receive. Lord make truly thank- 
ful.” They all murrauredr ” Amen ” and a very 
brief pause ensued. 

" Now then,” remarked Mr. Beckdtt, turning 
to the maid, ''^ustle«up. Don’t stand there all 
day.” 

He took charge of the distribution of ham and 
eggs, not because he liked the task, but because 
it was his duty as the qiie.responsible for providing 



224 


THE CITY M.f^N IN ’6o 


the feast ; he set apart one or^two slices that 
recommended themselves to his taste. A large 
breakfast cup of tea was handed down from the 
opposite end. " Let me know, dear,” begged 
his wife, ” if it’s not to your4iking.” The sound 
he made in reply to this hinted that he would 
most certainly not fail to register a complaint, if 
he found it necessary*. The newspaper was 
propped against a glass sugar-basin, and the 
family waited, deferentially, for the usual scraps 
of information, together with comments. 

” Great Heavens ! ” he cried. " Good gra- 
cious ! ” They turned heads in his direction. 
” This is extraordinary.” « . . 

One of the rules of the household was that no 
one should speak when the mouth happened to 
be occupied with food, but from this regulation — 
as from several others — Mr. Beckett reckoned 
himself exempt. 

" Twenty thousand,” he exclaimed. “ Twenty 
thousand. Now I wondtr whaC our friends on 
the Continent will say to that ? , Twenty thou- 
sand ! ” His family knew better than to offer any 
remark. " I always said the idea would succeed, 
if it was only properlyu^anied out. But twenty 
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thousand I And apparently Her Majesty ” — the 
children glanced up at the portraits of Queen 
Victoria and her Consort as though expecting 
them to bow — “ Her Majesty is going to Edin- 
burgh in August ft^do the same thing there.” 
He turned 9wddei)^y on the boy. " What coun- 
try is Edinburgh the capital of ? ’’ he asked 
sharply. 

" Scotland,” his mother whispered. '' Scot- 
land, if you please, papa,” he amended. 

" Ah,” said Mr. Beckett, disappointed, " that 
was a guess, my lad. Your schoo^doesn’t pay 
nearly enough attention to necessary knowledge. 
I must see the headmaster about it. Education 
is going all on the wrong lines. Where is Can- 
ton ? ” The bo^ answered quickly and correctly ; 
his father gave up the attempt to flofir him. The 
boy ventured to inquire* whether the Great 
Eastern had reached New York, and was reminded 
by the entire strength of the family theft children 
should only spetlk whAi first addressed. 

" Mamma,” said Mr. Beckett to his wife, " he 
must join them later on.” 

” Beg your pardon, dear ? ” 

” I repeat,” with a ^|jjjieion between each word, 
15 ».H. 
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so that the meanest intelligence^ should under- 
stand, " he must join them later on.” 

” But join what, dear ? " 

Mr. Beckett, with a gesture, sent the newspaper 
on the carpet : the two dau^ghters competed for 
the honour of recovering it. " HavQ»t’t you been 
listening ? Don't you know what I’ve been 
talking«i^about for the las*' quarter of an hour ? 
Are you deaf ? ” 

Mrs. Beckett shook her head. 

“ For fifteen minutes by the clock — ^he pointed 
to the mantelpiece for verification — ” I’ve been 

telling you about the tremendous review held 
« 

by Her Majesty in Hyde Park yesterday. Tv’enty 
thousand men there. King of the Belgians, 
Princess Alice, and Prince Arthur present. 
Volunteers, mind you. I’ve always argued that 
one volunteer was Worth half a dozen pressed 
men. Now, do you understand ? ” 

" Yes, ” dear,” she replied, “ I understand 

If ^ 

now. 

Breakfast over, and thanks for the meal having 
been given to One above, Mr. Beckett offered a 
few criticisms on it, and complained that two 
eggs remained uneaten 4. he mentioned that those 
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who wasted injrariably came to want. Standing 
upon the hearthrug that presented a vivid repre- 
sentation of a red lion and a purple tiger, he 
returned to the question of defence of our native 
shores, and delive^c^ an address upon the subject, 
hk' family .■gving their best attention. 

The maid, trembling visibly at the commanding 
tone of his voice, rejjjnypd articles on t^ table ; 
substituted for the white cloth one of vi^ scarlet, 
and, with respect, brought his elastic-side boots : 
he sat upon ^he horsehair sofa, and with groans 
and other signs of irritation and pain, pulled 
them on. Mrs. Beckett sent the three children 
out^f the room quietly, and herself remained 
within call. He consulted a watch of good size, 
and asked why the breakfast-room clock was a 
minute and a half fast ; his wife apologized, and 
promised the matter should be seen to. She 
assisted him with his frock coat. The elder girl 
brought a large white rose and a pin, and Mr. 
Beckett showed amiability as it was fixed in the 
buttonhole : he pinched the girl’s ear, declared 
she was becoming quite a woman, and gave the 
smoking-cap into her charge. 

" James, dear," saUl, his wife, “ you won't 
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forget that we are asking in a few friends to- 
night.” 

His black bag was ready in the hall. The 
umbrella stood in its proper place. His silk hat, 
narrow-brimmed and flat-briiptied, was upon the 
right peg. The morning journal hs^d been re- 
folded. These articles he collected, and giving 
a casual^ directed kiss Jbcuhis wife, and a sharp 
call of farewell to the young people, he hurried 
away. 

The omnibus, with three horses,, was waiting 
outside The ^ Jolly Cricketers tavern, and Mr. 
Beckett slackened speed. Other City men were 
making for the same objective, some older /hnn 
he, a few younger — ^Mr. Beckett often referred to 
himself as being in the prime of life — and clear 
of his family* he took a more genial expression 
of features, and by *the time he reached the 
conveyance, presented an aspect almost jovial. 
He responded to the touch of the hat given by 

C 

the driver and conductor, ‘agreed* with them that 
the day was likely to be warm. Mr. Beckett had 
some right to one of the seats next the driver, 
but these were already taken by two youths who 
smoked cigars, and ign^ed the look he gave : 
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the conductos held his bag, and Mr. Beckett 
climbed the upright ladder at the back of the 
omnibus, took a place on the side of the 
knifeboard where the sun would not stare into 
his eyes. ^ 

" Well, G»arles. well,” he said to the conductor, 
who had followed with the bag, “ who are we 
waiting for, eh<j-^^«a^ 

” Rightly speaking, sir, there's thl^ of 'em, 
but young Mr. Ruggles is the one that counts. 
There'd be the deuce and all to pay if we went 
off without young Mr. Ruggles.”^ 

" Ruggles,” said a passenger over his shoulder, 
" tn» done well lately, I hear, over sugar.” 

Back to back, they discussed the matter and 
agreed that yojith, nowadays, was in too great 
a hurry. * 

Tardy passengers arrived, and one brought 
news that Ruggles was taking a day off, in order 
to prepare for a special engagement ; Ihformation 
that caused tHfe. conductor to remove the block 
from under the wheels, and shout ” Soon as you 
like now, 'Arry,” and the horses went, the land- 
lord of The Jolly Cricketers waving a good- 
bye. In Cold Har^rwr Road the conductor 
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sounded his hom, and the omnibus stopped for 
three more passengers, who complained of the 
age of the straw inside the conveyance ; from 
here the journey became express, passing more 
leisurely traffic, and coming jout at Camberwell 
Green, taking Walworth Road, passing the 
Elephant, and making for the Borough in good 
style. few alighted ‘in-i-ilish Street ; Mr. 
Beckett w’skt over the bridge, and descended 
near the Monument. The whole course had taken, 
he found on reference to his watch, less than 
an hour, and he congratulated the driver, patted 
one of the steaming horses, calling it a good boy. 

Hi^ offices were on the second floor of a?;sJld 
house in St. Mary Axe, reputed to have been, in 
the past, the dwelling of a foreign ambassador, 
and still possessing some indications of superior 
birth in coats of arms* modelled in dark wood, 
with elaborate ironwork at the staircases. Also 
the windows were small, and the panes framed 
in lead, keeping the sunlight* out in a manner 
more suited to the diplomatic profession than 
to the corn business. The firm dated back to 
a remote period, and, as a consequence, Mr. 
Beckett’s own name did »fiit.anpear on the doors. 
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but everybody knew he represented the house, 
and if they did not know, it was no fault of his. 
Murmur of conversation in the outer offices 
ceased as he entered. 

“ Morning, gerfilemen.” 

" Good-morning, sir.” 

" Where’s Pycraft ? ” 

The senior clerk '•ame from the inner r jom, the 
door of which was marked " PfjjrUe.” He 
rubbed his hands and bowed ; gave an apology 
on behalf of the absent member of the staff. 

" When he comes,” ordered Mr, Beckett 
sharply, " send him in to me, ihr. Harley, at 
o^f^r ^ At once : d’you near ? ” 

The post letters were neatly arranged oh the 
shining mahogany table, foreign dispatches upper- 
most, and Mr. Beckett, without removing his 
hat, applied himself to .those that concerned 
business, and were signed by Mr. Beckett’s humble, 
obedient servants. Certain of the communica- 
tions made hitn fsown, and he sent for Harley ; 
heated discussjons ensued. An important envelope 
contained a card that restored good temper. The 
Master and Wardens of the Worshipful Company 
of Limners requested the honour of the company 
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of James W. Beckett, Esq.! at Djnner to meet 
the Right Hon. The Lord Mayor and the Sheriffs 
of London. In another envelope, even more 
important in appearance, the Duke of Oxford 
conveyed the information tji^ he had been 
requested to take the Chair at the forthcoming 

t 9 * 

Anniversary Dinner (particulars enclosed) and 

hoped h^ could count upon ft^r.^^ej:kett’s support 

on that oosi^sion. His Grace, in a very friendly 

letter, mentioned that a donation from Mr. 

Beckett of Five Guineas would constitute him a 

♦ 

Steward, but this did not include the price of the 
Dinner, whiclf had been fixed at Twenty Five 
shillings, without Wine. In a personal toivjh, 
the Duke expressed the earnest hope that the 
gentleman he was addressing was in the Enjoy- 
ment of good Health, " a Boon denied to those 
on whose behalf I am venturing to make this 
Appeal.” Mr. Beckett unlocked a drawer and 
took out his cheque-book. He could have been 
described, not only upon ^ tpmkstone, but in 
places where] truth was expected, as a kindly- 
hearted man, but his charity had strict limitations. 
His general idea of hard-up people was that they 
deserved to be hard up, Jind " the more you do 
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for ’em, the more ^ou may." To crossing- 
sweepers hp sometimes gave coppers, but this 
was in return for services given ; besides, several 
members of the profession had been throtgh the 
Crimean War. Mrs. Beckett assisted three 
families dpwn in her neighbourhood, and the two 
girls often made some article useful for the wear 
of the benighted bgathen. Mr. Becket^ nevpr 
thought of going eastward of Ald^j^ Pump, 
excepting for the purpose of visiting the dock on 
business ; he had a lingering suspicion that it 
would be wise to arrest, and keep in the Model 
Prison, all who could not earn a^competency ; 
anjh^jgse, reported in thfe journals, headed " A 
Tender-Hearted Magistrate ” met with his severest 
condemnation. More than once, in his dreams, 

a 

he had been garrotted by a couple of scoundrels, 
and his watch and purse stolen. 

“ Young Pycraft has arrived, sir.” 

" Tell him to wait until I am ready to see him.” 

This was om of tjie methods favoured by 
authority at the time, and, I am informed, not 
yet extinct. Mr. Beckett had dealt with his 
post letters, had given instructions regarding 
them ; there was nothing for him to do'until he 
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strolled across to the Coiii Excliange in Mark 
Lane ; but he fussed with papers on the table 
pretending to be greatly engaged, the while 
Pycraft stood in the outer office rather like a 
schoolboy awaiting punishnqieift. 

“ Now, young man, what have ^{ou to say to 
yourself about all this coming late, and neglecting 
your djities, and goodness /'Uflays what all ? ” 
The amatbsf might have assumed that, an explan- 
ation being asked for, this was the moment for 
an explanation to be given ; Pycraft knew his 
place, and remained silent. "You appear to 
be under the^inpression that you can play fast 
and loose ; let me tell you, sir, that y(^v«re 
mistaken. I granted you, at your special request, 
a holiday yesterday, and I can imagine, from your 
late arrival tWs morning, how you spent it. You 
stayed in bed until noon ; when you went out 
your first visit was to one of these flaring gin- 
palaces that are such an unmitigated curse to the 
Metropolis ; from there y«u staggered ” 

Young Pycraft listened with proper respect, 
as his superior drew the detailed picture. Mr. 
Beckett took the ebony ruler to emphasize com- 
ments, and having finished, with a slighting 
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reference to Crfmorni, brought it down on the 
table in a startling way, and shouted, " Now, sir ! 
I have made up my mind how to deal with you, 
but I am quite willing to hear anything you have 
to say.” He felt^that no Alderman, sitting to 
dispense ^ustjjce at the Mansion House, could 
have made a fairer offer. 

Young Pycraft .aMS sorry, but the fact^vas he 
had overslept. 

" Are you aware, sir, that I am out of bed, 
winter and sjxmmer, by half-past seven ? ” 
Yovmg Pycraft, bowing in grateful acknowledg- 
ment of the information, pleaded that, as a 
vottfti^er, he had attended the review the day 
before. It was a tiring day ; late before he 
managed to get^ to rest. He slept — so Pycraft 
described it — like a log of wood. • 

” A very good simile,” said Mr. Beckett, with 
a slight relaxation of features. " A log of wood. 
Now, we don’t want logs of wood in St. Mary 
Axe. We wanf men. •Y ou will be paid up to the 
day before yesterday, and the firm will endeavour 
to get on, as best it can, without your services. 
Good-day to you, sir.” 

Mr. Beckett, as the youth went, stroked his 
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upper lip and chin with an^open IjLand, and going 
to look at his reflection in the minpr, assured 
himself that he had behaved with dignity, force, 
and decision. "A set of incompetent y6ung 
rascals," he remarked. By this^hrase, he referred 
to all members of the staff, and, indeed, to all 

t ft • 

workers in the City, under the age of twenty- 
five. ^ 

At the'»5Jxchange, where he found that wheat 
was 57/7, barley 33/6, and oats 26/8, he was 
assailed by other members conceramg the ques- 
tion of lunch, a subject to which he brought his 
best attention^" A new place had been opened, 
it appeared, in Leadenhall Street, and a jjanag 
proposal of an experiment* was made that Mr. 
Beckett declined to entertain, '^at guarantee, 
he demanded, was there that a good chop or 
steak could be obtained there ? Was there, or 
could there possibly be, any assurance concerning 
the wine ? « He ventured to say that the new 
establishment wodld, in all probability, attempt 
to introduce a foreign style, presenting dishes 
that no one recognized, and calculated to play 
the very deuce with one's digestive powers. " I 
can't afiord,” he declared frankly, "Jlo tamper 
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with my health J ” sime matters of less import- 
ance regard^g Garibaldi’s successes and a murder 
in Walworth were discussed. The silk-hatted 
gentlemen differed on many subjects, but they 
agreed' that there? were no longer any profits 
to be made in the^corn business. Some blamed 
Mr. Cobden, others were inclined to censure Mr, 
Bright. It was»ap off day — ^Thursday — and no 
great pressure of work existed. ^ 

At one o’clock precisely Mr. Beckett, with the 
solemnity of ja man approaching an important 
rite, went up a passage off Fenchurch Street, 
entered a door on the left, and fdClnd himself in 
thrYi;^nce of a white-aproned man cook, a 
large grill, a red-hot fire, and a well-selected group 
of raw meat. He made his choice, entered the 
dining-room, took his usual place near the window, 
and the waiter brought a basket of household 
bread. All the patrons retained their headgear, 
and, despite the heat, windows were closed ; it is 
doubtful whether they were ever opened. A few 
gestures, in salytation, and Mr. Beckett adjusted 
his table napkin; studied the fly-blown wine 
list with as much interest as though it possessed 
the charm of novelty. 



238 


THE CITY MAN IN ’60 


" Yes, Robert,” he deci 4 e<i. “ As you say, a 
bottle of the usual.” 

You see Mr. Beckett, at this hour, at his best. 
Having done a good, sound morning’s work, he 
had earned the right to a, good, sound meal; 
he told himself that more tlian one City man had 
come to an untimely end by not taking care of 
himself. The large ste^ came,^and Robert the 
waiter said^ confidently, that he thought it would 
prove difficult to find fault with it. Robert 
brought potatoes in their jackets, a square 
slab of cabbage on a silver plate. The wine 
came in a crtidle, as though it were extremely 
youthful instead of being of a ripe age, ,ajid 
poured out, showed itself of good colour ; passed 
with honours, the test of being moved, to and fro, 
under the nose. At the first sip, Mr. Beckett 
became cheerful, mere animated in appearance. 
One or two customers, on entering, called to him 
cheerily as “ Jimmie,” and he responded : his 
neighbour, who had arrived at the apple-pudding 

stage, inquired whether an3^hing had been heard 

6 

of poor old Crajdord, and Mr. Beckett was able 
to reply that Crayford was on his last legs. They 
speculated on the amount Crayford would leave, 
and to whom he would lea^e it. 
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" Not too warm fo^ a glass of port, is it ? ” 
inquired the neighbour hopefully. By slacken- 
ing the pace, he had arranged for a dead heat 
with the Stilton. 

“ I ought not ti> 4;ake it,” said Mr. Beckett. 
And began to descrifie some trouble with joints. 

” As well be hung for a sheep as a lamb,” 
declared the nei^bour. J‘ Robert, a small.bottle 
of — ^you know what.” 

Our City man found, on leaving, tha'i the world 
appeared a good deal brighter and better than he 
had previously imagined. He smiled at it until, 
discovering himself near to the Minories, it 

oqair,red to him that he had taken a wrong 

■% 

direction,* and even this unusual blunder was 
viewed with a certain tolerance : he said his 
mind was occupied with other subjects. On the 
way to his office, he encountered a boy singing a 
comic song : 

"I wish I was with Nancy, 

I do, I do, 

On 3 second Aoor, lot evermore 
I’d live and die with Nancy” — 

and Mr. Beckett, humming the air, considered it 
engaging and tuneful. 

“A lady to see you, sir.” 
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" What name ? ” 

'' I have an idea, sir, that she is you^ig Pycraft’s 
sister.” 

" How these people do worry one, to be sure ! 

They might know that onoc^I’ve made iip my 

mind ” ’ 

Miss Pycraft, entering the inner rooin with very 

propel confusion, bowed and apologized for the 

intrusion : , Mr. Beckett surveyed her steadily. 

The girl was dressed in the fashion not quite of 

’60, but of a few years earlier ; tartan plaid skirts, 

well flounced and extended, and a Zouave jacket ; 

her bonnet haH green roses, and sat rather prettily 

upon her carefully crimped black haiy. -Mies 

» » 

Pycraft, after some difficulty in calling up powers 
of speech, got well under way, anji talked volubly. 
A dressmaker, it appeared, in Theobald’s Road : 
Arthur — ^her brother — and she were the only 
supports and props of an aged mother, who, 
without them, would collapse. Arthur had 
come home at midday v/itlr nef?s of the unex- 
pected disaster ; his efforts to find, a fresh situation 
had, up to that hour, been without results. 

" Of course, of course," said Mr. Beckett. 
" What did he expect ? " 
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Miss Pycraftf greatly perturbed, resolved, so 
soon as hei^brother had gone out again, to take 
a step that i^any, she feared, might consider 
unmaidenly, perhaps almost mannish. 

" Now, now,” as ^he young woman found her 
handkerchief. You mustn’t mind too much 
what people say. Compose yourself, and — by 
the bye, you nfliy like "to sit down.” * 

Miss Pycraft replied with gralitudfe and pro- 
priety that she knew her position in life better 
than to dare io accept the offer. The fact was 
that Arthur had so often spoken of^Mr. Beckett’s 
generous tempeiament, his.kindncss to the clerks, 
•trtg*h1ghfc4jeputation in,the City — " Ho thinks ^e 
world of y« 4 i, sir ! ” — that she. Miss Pycraft, 
determined to oome along, inside an omnibus, 
not grudging the sixpence involved or tile bump- 
ing journey down and up through Holborn, in 
order to appeal to Mr. Beckett, and urge him to 
give her brother one more chance. 

" He’s had his lessonf sir, and he’s not likely 
to forget it, an(H’m certain he’ll remember your 
clemency, sir, to the last day of his life.” (A 
wise young woman. Miss Pycraft, in thus attempt- 
ing no defence, but throwing her case upon the 

l6 " B.H. 
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mercy of the 'Court ; I tfiink ^he v'ould havr 
done well, but for prejudices of the^ge, at the 
Bar.) ^ 

“ My dear young lady ! ” Mr. Beckett made a 
pyramid with his hands an^ ^)poke across it, in a 
fatherly manner. “ Women-folk^ know.. nothing 
of City life, and it is my fervent wish j:hey should 
never* do so. I have often said >hat the moment 
your sex f-omes into anything like a business 
career, I go out of it. I can’t imagine that it 
will ever happen. What you don't understand 
is that here discipline has to be maintained.” 

The bonnet was so emphatic in agreemg with 
this view that with the aid of a glan^ at-ttk? 
mirror it had to be re-adjusted. ^ 

“ Discipline must be maintained, and it is 
imposslfrle for those of us in authority to go 
back upon what we have said." The handker- 
chief was again found. " Wait a bit, wait a bit. 

I am not! prepared to say that all the instances 

«> 

of what I may term rebellion to law and order 
are of the same quality. Insubordination has 
many varieties, and the case of your brother is, 
perhaps, not so serious as it might have been. 
At any rate, I am inclined to recollect that, in the 
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•srords of o^r immortal^ard, the quality of justice 
is not straWd.” 

Miss Pyc^a|t again showed fitness for public life 
by arresting hersdf from making a correction. 

" Not strained/ ’ repeated Mr. Beckett. " It 
falletli as the Jo on* and so forth. And I have 
to announce to you, that if your brother makes 
a suitable and, adequate apology to me for his 
behaviour, he can resume his duties here to- 
morrow morning.” 

Miss Pycraft, promising to request Heaven 
to bless Mr. ^ckett, left. The City man leaned 
bacl^in his padded chair, gloving with self- 
xontent^and reviewing the incident complacently. 
“ Rather V nice-looking girl, too,” he remarked. 

He had to'*be aroused from his doze, because 
two men in the trade had called : he ''-plained 
to his senior clerk that the mere closing of eyes 
was a great ’restorative when one suffered from 
overwork. The fresh interview over,* he signed 
letters that w^te brought to him, using a quill 
pen which had^been cut to the point that suited 
him. At ten minutes to five o’clock he washed 
hands, and in going to catch his omnibus in 
Gracechurch Street, issued a general warning 
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that no member of the staff -was to kave untij^. 
work was completely iinisiied. 

His daughters kissed him when arrived at 
the house ; they knew marks oji^ affection were 
welcome to him when he had djine with the day’s 
traffic. The elder girl exprtjssed the hope that 
papa was not tired ; hinted a fear*that he might 
be disinclined for the stress and turmoil of a 


party. 

“ Life in Vhe old dog yet,” he declared genially. 
“ But bless my soul, my dear, how smart you 
look in your muslin dress, and your hew crinoline. 
This means ”^-he gave a waggish look — " this 
undoubtedly means that some one special ^ is 
e^cted.” 

" Oh, papa.” 

” it’Si^all jright,” he said comfortingly; "I 
can’t expect to keep .you in the old nest for ever. 
Make the mo.st of your opportunities. Marry 
young and marry often.’* 

The news went aboiyt tjie house that Mr. 
Beckett was in admirable fettle : his last quip 
found its way downstairs and was well received 
by the cook and the housemaid. " The things the 
master says I ” ejaculated cook amusedly. 
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Mr., ^bert Ruggles came in good time for 
dLmer, a\d was conducted to the drawing-room, 
where Mrs\Beckett received him graciously, and 
the elder gn^who had shown a considerable 
amount of restleS<iess as half-past six approached 
— ^became fished It a moment when she parti- 
cularly dcshSd to look pale and interesting. The 
drawing-room was well crowded with fiyiiiture, 
and the mantelpiece had no empty spaces ; walis^ 
were covered with oil paintings, ati?i the general 
impression in the household was that many of 
these might* if only kept long enough, proveto be 
of value. Mr. Ruggles, a spi>co, well set-up 
__jmuth, conducted hiinseif admirably in a trying 
s|(.jat<Tlk and talked on the few subjects ton- 
sideiid toS^within the female range : he was 
acquainted with all that went on i» Loid-i^ and 
spoke of Mr. Paul Bedford, pictmes at the Aca- 
demy by Mr. Egg, Mr. Tupp^s new book of 
sonnets. The younger girl ana the Jjoy entered 
and Ruggles discu^sed^with th(? latter the question 
of round-arm bowling, coupled with the name of 
Willsher of Kent. The coming in of Mr. Beckett 
checked conversation ; the elder girl noticed, with 
relief, that papa was still in excellent temper, and 
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that he shook hands heartiljj with Mr. ^ggles ; 
assured the young man no extra charge was made 
for seats, and forced him into the ^g^gest arm- 
chair. Young Ruggles inquired,/whether Mr. 
Beckett had endured a tiring dHy, and the' host 
replied that he had been at ft for <^even mprtal 
hours, with scarcely a second to himself. Ruggles 
declared that City life was^uncomijionly wearing 
and tearing to the constitution, more perhaps in 
com than in sugar : the other said it was not so 
much a matter of constitution as a question of 
mental strain ; his medical man had often said 
to him : " Eat’.vhat you like, Mr. Beckett, ^nd 
drink what you like, but take care not to overta;*; 
the mind.” Ruggles, with a ferven^'v, hoped 
Mr. Beckett was following out this, .ase counsel, 
urging^ to recollect that good men were 
scarce ; the ho^t said he did his best, and no one 
could do more\ Dinner was announced, and 
Ruggles offered his arm to Mrs. Beckett. 

It was a meal ihat appeared t 6 assume food 
had not been previously offered during the day, 
and Mr. Beckett, in carving the large joint of 
roast beef, ignored the protest of his daughters 
— " Oh, papa, you have given me a lot ! ” Gravy, 
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.red and^arm, was^ spooned from the dish, and 
fnore grxvy was poured over each plate ; Mr. 
Beckett td’ji^ story communicated to him by a 
mustard man.’facturer. All hands being set to 
work, Mrs. BecLelt prompted her husband, and 
furjjishpd lijin \sjith cues — 

“ What is that story of yours, dear, about a 
Member of Rarliamsnt out hunting ? ” • 

And Mr. Beckett, prefacing each anecdote 
with the hedging phrase of " Expect our friend 
Ruggles hjs heard it," gave several from his 
repertory, and the young man (Heaven forgive 

hini !) declared that each was, tb him, new, and 

» 

5r6sh,^nd novel. Ruggles felt it necessary to 
ohow a ;Mrit of reciprocity, but the host proved 
more admul^e in recounting than in listening, 
and a glance from the elder girl stopp(^’'^Sl^isitor 
from pursuing his intention. A ^dding followed 
made of slices of sponge-cakes ^d layers of jam, 
set in a pond of thick custard, the whole vehem- 
ently flavoured with sherry. * Cheese, fruit — 

" — From pry own garden, Ruggles. At the 
next house, they can’t grow anything like these 
cherries. Help yourselves to claret, and pass the 
decanter along." 
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And the children are tal^n upstair^ by Mrs/ 
Beckett. Elder daughter, at the dborway, seems 
to have some thoughts of swoonin^^'but recon- 
siders the matter, and door cIo'J.-s without any 
perturbing incident. Just as ^well this, for young 
Ruggles is about to set out on adarifg expedition 
wherein anything may happen : he grips the 
nut-craikers as the only arm of *> defence with 
which he cai^ furnish himself. 

" Sir, I — I want to ask you a question.” 

” Ruggles,” says Mr. Beckett encouragingly, 
•* proceed ! ” 

“ Mr. Beckett,” rushing into the thick of, the 
forest, " I love your elder daughter, aij^ vfish 


you to allow me to pay my atlenti^- to her."*' 
M^^eckett rises, and goes to i&e hearthrug, 
the pla&usn from which he is accustomed to 
make his speeX'es in the house, ^nds hands 
deep into plai<\trousers pockets ; shakes his 
head. “ Hdve you said anything to my child 
about this ? ” ‘ • * ' 

” Not a word, sir.” Ruggles ought to give 
signs of confusion, but omits them. 

” Now I’m a business man,” says Mr. Beckett 
deliberately, ” and my habits are business-like. 
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— pfening it at the lowest figure — is the 
income yoi^ carf reckon upon ? ” 

'^At the louJst figure, six hundred a year. 
^At the highest,^ view of some success I’ve had 
recently ” 

" My lad,” he interrupts, " it will break my 
heart 'io^ose ter, and her mother will, I fear, 
never be the same again. But I see that this is 
a case of true I8ve, ancl all I say is — go in and 
win ! ” 

The evening party began 'at eight, and lasted 
until eleven. ‘A dozen young people came, and 
there was music, with the now^cngagcd Miss 
Becketft playing a piece on the harp, and very 
proj^rly hij^king down,half-way through, necessi- 
tating the pi^uction of fans and of smelling- 
salts ; every o^said " Poor dear, wjiat 
expect ! ” and Rugglcs trie(J to look dS though 
he were not responsible. Miss Bcyctt recovered 
sufficiently to accompany him witm two songs by 
the HonourableJVfrs. Norton. The boy, allowed, 
as a special concession, to stay up, was nearly 
j induced to give an imitation of Mr. Albert Smith, 
but not quite. One of the visitors performed a 
clever trick with a fourpenny-bit and a glass of 


*7 


B,H. 
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water ; no one could understand how jt was don^ 
excepting Mr. Beckett, who a^ouj^ed that* it 
was merely legerdemain. A Jitter came for 
two of the girl guests, and Mr. Beckett took him 
oft to the study, to taste s^r-^e of the best that 

*' ft 

money could buy, and tc smoke one of the 
finest ingenuity was able ' to* tselect*.' Young 
Rugbies had to go, and the elder Miss Beckett 
went downstairs to assist himf in the arduous 
task of finding his hat. 

At a quarter past eleven o’clock, the City man, 
in slippers, was alone with his wi^, who, to Keep 
him company^ took a very small 'glass of home- 
made wine. • ‘ 

» “ Well, my dear,” he said jovially,^ that *gets 
rid of one' of them.” 

' "i^es, J^mes,” she said. “’•Snd I only hope 
our girl will,be as hfippy in her married life as her 
mother has ^en.” ? 

With some- discomposure of manner, Mr. 
Beckett urged .his wife not to .be a fool. 
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TH^ DECLINE AND FALL OF THE 
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SECOND Strings. Fcap.^o. 2s. 6d. 
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Zvo. JOS. 6d. net. 
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Edition. Revised by R, C. K. Ensor Cr. 
%vo. 6d. net. 

A SHOtfl' Hi.STORY OF ENGLISH 
LA^ 4 ^. From the Earlilst Times rA.i 
•the End of thi; Year 191 r. Demy 8vo. 

Jarninilham (diaries Edward). THE 
MAXIMS OF MARMADUKE. Second 
Edtiion. Fcap, 8vo. ss. 

Jevona (P. B,). PERSONALITY. Cr, 

Bao. 7S. 6d. net. ^ 

Johnston (Sir H. BRITISH CEN- 
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CHARACTER AND^MEDY. Seventh 
Edition, Fcap. 87/0. 51. ^ d 
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xBs. 

McOabe (Joseph). THE EMPRESSES OF 
ROMJ^ Illustrated. Demy Bm. xbj. 6d. 
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Of the above book Thirty-three Editions in 
all have been issiiCJ. 

MARY mXgDALENE: A Play in Threr. 
Acts. Translated by Alexander Tbixe^^a 
DB Mattos. Third Edition. Fcap. 8m. 
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9 


Gkneral T 

MahairycJ.P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNIIKR THE PTOLEMAIC DYNASTY. 
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MARIA THERESA. lUustr^i. Dewy 
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Hoviil (Lady Dorothy), , MY OWN 
TIMES. E<lited by hei .Son. Second Edi‘ 
tion. Demy Zvo. 159 . net. 

O’Donnell (Elliot). WERWOLVES. Cr. 
Zvo. 59 . mt. 
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OF EGYPT. llUi‘tr.ited. Six Eidumes. 
Cr. 87V7, 6r. each . 
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• 

Yardon (Harry). HtJW TO PLAY GOLF. 
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. 8vo, 
3j. 6d. net. 

Vernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS 
ON 'UlE INFERNO OF DANTE. With 
an Introduction Iry the Rev. Dr. Mookf. 
Two Volumes. .Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
1SS. net. 

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO 
01* JiAN'IE. Wiih .m liitrodurtion by 
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COMPANIONS OF THF: WaY. Being 
Selections for Morning and Evening Read- 
ing. Chosen and inran^fcd by Et iZAr.HXii 
Watekhousk, Larjg^e Cr.^vo.jfis. net. 
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Cr.Svo. y. 

Wilde (Oscar). THE W^’rKS OF OSCAR 
WILDE. Tzvetve Volumes. Fcap. Svf, 
SX. net each volume. 
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Bourgogne, Mother of Louis xv. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. Demy Svo. 15s. 
net. 

THE FASCINATING DUG DE RICHE- 
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The Antiquary’s Books 

General COX 

yjmj' Szf^ ys. 6f/. ml ca -h volume 
"With Numerous Illuitratiins 


Ancient Painted (5r.A«:s m England, 
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Churchwarden’s Accounts from the 
Fouktfiwth Cfnturv to thk Clo‘E op 
THE Seventeen I'H Century. 
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Troilus and Crrssida. 

Two filNriEMEN ok VfRONA, arto,. 
Twelfth Night, 

Venus and Adonis. 

Winter’s Talk, The. 


Classioa of ^pt 

Editea by Dr. J. H. W. LAINO 
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An Intkoi^tction to t he History of ,the 
Creeds. A. E. 1> irn. iw. 6 d . 

Thk Phii,osophy of jy(j!«f‘.GioN in England 
AND America. AlfO Cald -cott. Demy^vo. 

JOS. 

The X XX I XT a kticles of the Church of 
England^ Edited by E. C. S. Gib>4on. 
Seventh Edition. Demy Svo. 12 s. 6d. 


The ^Home Life’ Series 

Illustrated, Demy %vo, 6s. to los. 6d. net 


Home Life in America. 
Busbey. Second Edition. 

Home Life in Franxe. 
Edwards. Sixth Edition. 


Katherine G. 


Homs Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon. 
Second Eldition, 


Miss 


H'tMK Life in Norway. 
. t Second Edition. 


H. Daniels, 


Home Life in Germany. Mrs, A. Sldgwick. 
Second Edition. 

Home Life in Holi.ano. D. Mcldruin. 
Second Edition. 


Home Lii-k in Russia. A, iJ, Tiappojxjrt. 

Home*^ r.iKE in Spain. S . L.^en4uAjh. 
Second Edition. 


The Illustrated PooLcif Library of Plain and Coloured Books 

Fcap. 8 t '<7. 35. 6k, net each volume 

WITH COLOURED ILLUSTRATi6nS 


The Life and Death of John MvT^ivC’, 
Esq, Niiuiod. E't/ih Edition. V 

The I.iKE OF A Sport.sman. Nin,Kd. • 


Handlf.y Cross. R. S, Surtees. Fourth 
Edition. 


Mr. Spongf's Sporting Tour. R. S. 
Surlets. Second Edition. 

JouROCKs’s Jaunts AND Joilities. R. S. 
Surtees. Third Edition. 


The Analysis oF||g;;y. Hunting Field. 
R. S. Suitucs. 

The Touk^of Dr.*Svntax in Search ok 
T ui PicruRESQUB. William Combe. 

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Sf.arch of 
C oNsoi.ATioN. William C’ombe. 

The Third Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search 
OF A Wife. William C^ombe. 


iVsK' Mamma. R, S. Surtees. 


Life in L*^ndon. Pieicc Eg.an. 


with plain illustrations 

The Grave : A Poem. Robert Blair, j Ii.i us i'rations of -^hk Cook op Job. In- 

I veoted and Engraved by William Blake. 
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1/ 


Leaders of Religion 

Edited by if. C. lilCI'CIflNff. tViti Pmlrmts 


Edifed by Jf. C. J>K 

Newman, R. H. (uttun. 


2.f. nei each volume 


John WesuiV. J. II. Ovtrion. 

Bishop Wii bewfokce. G. W. Daniell. 
Cauhinal Manning. A. W#II?ittou. 
Cii^j^KS SiMt'ON. ir. C. G. Mfltlc. 

John MaLC^nn. Se9ojui Eilition. 

John Howe. R t^i^^orron. 

Thomas Kkn.^ F. A. Wlai'n'. 


Thomas C’KAt.Mi us. Mrs. Oliphant. Sfi.omi 
JuiifioH. 

I T.ANCKI.OT Anokiavks. R. f,. (Miloy. Second 
1 Editun:. 

AuGur.iiKK (■!< Caniekhukv. E. L. Cults. 
WiiTi'J^ I.auu. W. H. Hult.Hi. I'outth 

iuif/on. 


Gi'Ciu.g Fox, 'I he QifAEnT*'^!'. Hodgkin. 
Thi) J }'‘htion. 

John Kebie. Wulif-r f.ijok. 


JoiiN DoNNH. AuglUitllS jessop. 
Th«»mas Ci{\nmki:. A. J. M.i un. 
Fatimek. K. M. aii.I A. J. I nljle. 
Bishop Bu^lek. W. A. .Spouncr. 


• The Library of Devotion 

With Introductions and (whore n(‘ccs.saiy) Notes 

^ Small Poll 8w, clolh^ 2s^ leutlie^li. Cf/. «<f/ caih volume 

The JConU'Ssions of St. .Aiousi'inf.^^hk IJkv-.tions «)u St. Ansklm. 

' Eighth luhiton, I „ ... , ,, 

^ • I Bishop Whs'ih s Sacka J'jhvata. 

■niEri.MirArioN OF Cifuisr. Sixth Edilicn. , 

(jKm E Aifhinuing 10 Jiir Chikf ok Sii. 
The Chihsixan Yicau. hi/th Edition, nkus. 

Lyra Innocent xuM. Third Edition, Lyra Sa( 1{\. A li^tok ui Sai.u-d Verse. 

, , , SetonSH 

7'he Temple. Aecomi luhiuui, ^ 

. „ r. . / 7./- » ^ H\y iBook from iiik Saints and 

A Book OF DEVorioNs. i^aond hdtlion. Kaxhkus. 

A Serious Cail t.j j» Devout and Holy a Litiix; BfA)K of HxAvrwi.v VVisdum. A 
Life. Fifth Edition. hiciio,, fj.jm thf lOngh.h Mystics. 

A Guide lo £ i E‘'.Ai^|j||lP f.in-;,A'ir;ii Ltp/ic. A Sdcftion fiojn 

Thk Inm h Wav. Soco^i ea,t!.n. » ''l 

On the Love of Goo. • * IxtEonot ri,>« to ■. in: 1 )lvou r I,.i.e, 

"tSe P.sai,ms of David. E'?!?".?,!: Z™. 


A Guide lo £iEjli^|j||lP ^^ht, f.in-;,A'ir;ii Ltp/ic. A Sdcftion fiojn 

The Inni e Wav. Sccc^t l-a,t!.n. » ''l 

On toe Love of God. • * IxtEonot rio« to i he 1 ilvou r I.ife, 

P.AH1. OF David '•'he Littif. Fiowki.s ok hie GlfiVIOUV 

THE P.SAI.MS OF UAVID. „ j;, 

LVEA AFOSTOUCA. •» O-.VIllANDlMMOFTAUTV. 

The SONO OF Soiios. The .Sfiri i OAi. Guide. Third Editim. 

The Thoughts of Pascau S,ccnd RditU«. 

A Manual ok C>)N‘^oi a'i ion from hie and ihp Great Fk.stivai.s. 

Saints and Kaiiiees. Pkivatfe. 

Devotions skom the Aiocevf,^ ,, a D.sy Book from llic 

The Spiritual Comba¥. ! '.v'liungs ot Wybiics oi .\I..ny .Nati wi. 



I 

1 8 Methuen and Company Limited 


Little Books on Art 


2 s. hi. fiet each volume # 


With many Illustrations. Demy i6»w. 

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, andj^-ontainsfroin 30 tdll^o Illustrations 
including a Frontispiece in rhotoj.avure 


Albrrcut DvJrhf. 1*. J. Allen. 

Arts of Japan, The. K Ditiun. Third 
Edition. 

JlooRPLATus. £. .Mmack. 

Hotticui-li. Mary L. Honnor. 

T’.urnb-Jowfs. F. «le i j.sle. 

Cellini. K. H. H. Cust. 

Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenne? 
('hrist in Art. Mrs. H- Jenner. 

Ci.auoe. K. Dillon. 

Tompkins. Second 

I. 


\ 

rs. H. JennerS 


Const A II LE. H. W. 

Edition. 

Corot. A, Pollanl and E. llunstingl. 

Kakly Kngi.ish Water-Colour. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson, Seconal Edition. 
Frederic I.kich'ION. A. Corkian. 

(’iPORCfB Komnky. G. Faston. 

Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Fifth 


Sir Joshua VKv.von'j>s. 
Edition, 


jiton. I \ 


Orftjzk and lloui.UEk. E. F. Pollard. 
riuiUEiN. Mrs. G. Fortesi lie. I* 

iLLUMiNAi FiJ M.\hoscripts. J. W. Bradley. 
Jewellery. C,. Davenport. Second Edition. 
John HopI-nfr. H. P, K. Skipton. ^ 

Second 

.Millet. N. Edition. 

MiNiATURWfc.^iiisV'Javenport, V.D., F.S..A 
Second Edition. 

Our Lady in Art. Mis. H. Jrnner. 
Rathakl. a. R. Dryhnrst. 

Rodin. Muriel Ciolkowska. 

Turner. F. Tyrrell-OjM. 

Van DYCK. M. G. Smallwood. 

Vkiazqufz. W. Wilberforre and A. R, 
Gilbeit. 

W^'i r-.. R. E. D. Sketchley. 


Seco^df E diion. 

\ 


The Little Gallrries 

Demy \Gmo. 2r. 6//. net each volume 

Each volume contain.s 20 plates in Phologravure, together Aviih a .short outline of 
the life and master to whom the l»ook is devoted 

A LiriLE Gallery of Reynold^ h A Little Gallery op Hoffnek. 

.A Little Gallery of Romnsv. 1 A Little Gallery of Millais. 


, The Wtle Guides ' 

With many Illustrations by E. H.*New and other artists, tnd from photographs 
Small Pott %vo. Clothe 25 . td, net; leathery 31. 6</. net each volume ^ 

The main features of these Guides are (l) a handy and charming form ; (2) illus- 
trations from photographs and by well-known artists; (3) good ^lans and map.s\ 
(4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interesting in the 
natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated. 


Camhkidoe and its Collfges. a. H, 
Xhumpsoii. Third Edition^ Revised. 

Channel Islands, The. E. E Bicknell. 
English Lakes, Thk. F. G. Brabant. 


Isle of Wight, T’ib. G. Clinch. 

London. G. Clinch. 

M ALVKKsWfe UNTRY, The. Sir B.C.A.WlndU 
North Walls. xV.^T. .Story. 
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The Little GvAdtB— continued 


Oxford and its Collfghs. J. Wells. 
Edition. 

St. Paul's Cath^kal. Aincl^ 

Shakkspeakr's Country. B. CrA. 
Winkle. Ei/th Edition. \ 

South Waiks. *0. W. and J.Ml. Wade. 

^BSTMFNSTKU Abbuv. G. C. I'routbeck. 
Second Edition. 

BKRKSHiRTf. F. G. Brabant. • 

Bcc^ghamshire. E. S. Roscle. Secotul 
'Eanieift.' ^ 

Cheshire. ^W. M. Gaflchan. 

CoRNWAi L. A. I^^m^iion. Secomi Edition. 
DHKBVSHrkE. J. C. Cox. 

Devon. S. Barin^-Gould. ^"^T^ird Edition. 
Dorset. F. R. Heath. Third Edition. 
Durham. J. E. Ifo<lgkin. 

Essex. J C. Cox. 

Hampshire. J. C. (^x. Second Edition. 
Hertfordshirp. H. W. Tompkins. 

Kent, G. Clinch. 

Kerry. C. P. Crane, .^iecond Edition. 
LEicE.sTftj»HM.’i, AND Ru i LANU. A. Ifar^cy 
and V.^. Crowihti-Beynnn. og.Z 

Middlesex. J. B. Firth. 

^fflNM0U9HblIIRB. G. AV. and J. H, Wade. 


Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Third Edition, 
Revised. 

Northampton-iiike. W. Diy. New and 
Revised Edition. 

Northumufrlano. j. F. Moitis, 
Nottjnghamshikf. L. (hiilford. 
OxFORiLsniRK. F. G. I!jali.ant. Second Edition. 
Shkopshikk. j. E. Auden. 

SOMEI^.HT. G. W. and J. 11. W.ide. Tk'rd 
Edition. 

SrAFF(j|pSHiRK. C. Masefield. 

.SuF^^ W. A. Unit. 

SuiWKV. J. C. C«)x. 

Sussex. F. 0. JJr.ibant. Fourth Edition. 
WiLrtiHUiE. F. K. lloath. Set ond Edition. 

Yorkshire, The East Riding. J, K. 
Morris. 

Yorkshire, The Nortii Riding. J. K. 
Morris. 

V(.rkshibe, The West Riding, f. E. 

Moiris. Cloth, 3 J. 6 </. net; Utxther^ 41 . 6 <i' 
net. 


I IlRir;^ Nv. .S Baring'OouId. Second Edition 
--^'^MANDV C. .Scud.-nnore. Second Edition 
I Rome. C G. Isllaby. 

I Siciiv. F. H J-ck8«. 


The Little Libr&?j^ 

With Introduction, Notes, ai!d Photogravure Frontispieces 
Sfltall Volt Svo. Each Volume., clothe ir. (d. net 


IflpK OF ENGLI.SH i 
Kdition. i 


Anon. A LlTTjSlyiflpK OF ENGLI.SH i Vjfit (William). .SICr.ECTIONS FROM 
LYRICS. Secon!Wtion. I fxWY. VVOifKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE. 

Austen (Jane). PRiTJe ANJ) PKEJU- Borrow (George). LAVENGKO. Two 
%I^J1CE. Two Volumes. • j Volumes. 

JTORTIIANGER ABBEY. j xHE ROMANY RYE. 


tlRTIlANGER ABBEY. 


1 Volumes. 

j THE ROMANY RYE. 


ESSAYS OF j 


LORD BACON. 

Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS. 7 wo Volumes. 

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH I^ROSE. 


rilE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT 
BROWNING. 

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN: With some later 
Poems by (Jrokge Canning. 


Beckford (William). THE HfffoRY OF ‘ Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 


THE C\LIPH VATf 


ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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Cpabbc (Qoor^e). SKI.ECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRAB13E. 

Oralk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX. 
GENTLEMAN. Two Volumes. 

Crftshaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Dante Alighieri. THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lited by H. F. Cary. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTK Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. 

Darley (QeorAe). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Dlckens(Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
Two Volumes. 

Ferrler (Sasan). MARRIAGE. Two 

Voluthfi. 

THE INHERITANCE, Two Volumes. 

Qaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD. Second 
Edition. 


Hawthorne (Nathaniel), THE SCARLET 
LETTER. 


Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
SCOTTISH VERSE. 


Kinglako (A. W.). EOTHEVI. Second 
Edition. 


Locker (F.). LONDON LY|.I^C!8n 


Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. 


Milton 'JoU 
rfOHlJ Alt 


ii&’r'" minor poems of 


:.TON. 

MANSIE WAUCH. 


Molr(D.M.|[ 

Nichols (Bowyer), A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. ♦ 


Smith (Hc'^aoe and James). REJECTED 
ADDRESS.:S. 

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMBT lAL 
JOURNI.Y. 


Tennyson (Alfred. 

POEMS OF ALlJ^fl 
SON. 

IN MEMOWTHh". 
THE PRINCESS. 
MAUD. 


LORD TENNY- 


Thackeray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 
Three Volumes. 

PENDENNIS. Thr^ Volumes. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. 

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A 'LITTLE 
. BOOK OP LIFE AND ' DEATH. 
Fourteenth Edition. ' 


WordUworth (W.). SELECTIOfkS FRCM , 
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS- 
WORTH. 


Wordsworth (W.) and Colerid^fe (S. 'J'.). 
LYRICAL BALLADS. Third Edition. 


The Little Quarto Shakespearh 

Edited by \V. J. CRAhiL With Introduction^y^^'L-^otes 
Pott i(imo. 40 Volumes^ heather^ price ij. neUreach volume 
Mahogany Revolving Book^Case. loj. net 


Miniature Library 


Demy I^aiher^ u. net each volume 


Euphranor : A Dialogue on Youth. Edward 
FitzGerald. 

Tiik Life op Edwakd, Lord IIkrobrt of 
C iiKituuKV. Written by himself. 


Folonius; or, Wise Saws and Modern In- 
st.-inces. Edward FitpGeiald. 

Thb RuBA?t\T OF Omar KHAVVitM. Edwaid 
FitzGerald. Eift)l Edition. 
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1 ‘ 


The Ri^t 
Edition. 


Care of the Honv, The. 

Second Edition. 0s. Cd. mt. 

Children OF the Nation, Thi 
Hon. Sir John Gor&t. Set 
js. 6d. net. 

I^SEASKS OF Occupation. Sir Thos. Oliver. 
io.r. 6d. net. Second Edition. 

Dkui.s and the Drug Hadit. • H. Snins- 
bury. • 

Fun^^nai. Nerve Diseases. T. Scho- 
fieloT' %s.'<id. net. ^ 


The New Library of Medicine 

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY. Demy Siv 

Cypnagh. I Hygiene op Minh, '1m!„ 


; AND Hi 
tt. 

^ N^The New Library of Music 


1'. S. cioiisloii 

Sixth Edition, js. id. iu f. 

Infant Mortality. Sir Cctirge Newman. 
^s. td. /let. 

PrEVFNTION op TUDERC'UH’SIfi (CoSSUMP 
tion), The. Arthur Ne\\sliiiljne. los. 6tL 
net. Serofui Edit ion. 

Air and Hpalth Ron.'ilil C. Macfie. -js. M. 
net. .Mcotid Edition, 


Edited by ERNEST ifEVVMAN. Illustrated. Demy Hva. p. Od. net 


Brahms. J. A. Fuller-^raitland. 
Edition. 


Second 


Handku R. a. Sirc.ufeih! Seconal Edition. 
Hugo Woma Ernest Newman. 


^ 0.:rovd Biographies 

Fcap. Svo. Edik volum^ cloth^ 2 s. itd, net ; kathcr^ 35. 6f/. ue' 

Erasmus, h). F. H. Capry. 

Robh*/ ])UUhs. T. F. ll'Miikison. 

A. S. McDovvall 
Canning. W. Alison I’lnllips. 
BHAeoNSPH^D. Waller Sirhel. 

Johann Wolkgani. Goeihk. 


Illustrated. 

Dante Ai.ighieri. Paget Toynbee, hiftk 
Edition. 

Girolamo^avonarol 
SixtlPRditton. 

jJf'BN Ho^rd. E. Q. S. Gibson. 

Alfred Tennyson. 

F.ditian. 


Robh^ ])i 

)LA. E.L.S.Hor.sburgVLraS7miAM. 


A. C. Benson. Second 


Sir Walter Ralkk.h. I, A. Taylor. 


H. 0. Aik ins 
Fkan^oi^de Fbnelon. Viscount St. Cyres. 


i.,^ Comedy 
Arnold Bennett. ^0it0Edii 


The Honeymoon.- 


Comedy in Three Acts. 
lition. 


The Great Advbini u re^ A Play of Fancy in 
Four Acts. Arnold Bennett. FourEi EdtUon. 
^¥3is 4EST0NES. Arnold Bennett and Edward 
iCnoblauch. Seventh Edition. 


Four IPlays 

Fcap. 8va. 2 s, net 

Kr^.T. Edward Knoblauch. Third Edi- 

^n. 0 

Tyitiooh. a Play in Four Acts. Melchior 
Lengyel. English Version by I.«urence 
Irving. Seamd Edition. 


The States of Italy 

Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS 
Illustrated. Demy Htjo 

A History of Milan undk:r ti^Skorza. j A Himorv op Verona. A. M. Allen 
Cecilia M. Ady. 10 s. 6d. net. 0^ I ias.()d.»ei. 

A Hjstory op Perugia. W. Hey wood. rar. 6d. net. 
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The Westminster Commentaries 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK 


'hk Acts of thb Apostles. Edited by R, 
Ii. R.icWhfim. Edition. loj. (id. 

HE PlUliT EPfSTLE OF PaUL THE ApOSTLB 
TO THE Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
Goudge. Third Edition. 6s. 

The Rook of Exonus. Edited by A. H. 
M'Neile. With a Map and 3 Plans. 10s. 6d. 

The Book of Ezbkibl. Edited by H. A. 
Kedpath. los. 6d. ^ 

The Rook or Genesis. Edited, win^ntro- 
diiction and Notes, byS. R. Driver. Afvi/A 
Edition, loj. 6d. 


Adthions |\ni> Corrections in the 
Seventh Ind Eighth Ediiions of the 
Book of iIenesis. S. R. Driver. i.v. 

The Book of the Prophet Isaiah. 

Edited by G. W. Wade. iw. 6d. • 

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gib- 
son. Second^.dUion. 6j. 

The Epis^ie of St. James. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by R. J,. KnMFAiig. 
Secomi Edition. 


The ‘Young’ Series 

^llustrcUed. Crown 8vo 


The Vounc Botanist. W. P. Westell and The Young Engineer. Flaminond HnlL 

C. S. Cnoptr, y. 6d. net. Third Edition. 5s. 

Thk VOUNO Cakpentkh. Cyril Hail y. 

The Young Electrician. Hammond Hall. The Young Ornithoiaicist. W. P. Westell. 


ii^s"T5Mii 


Methuen 


/va/. 8w, 

Blue Biro, The. Maurice .MaetlPrlinck. 

Chari Es I)I(.kkns. G. K. Chcsteitou. 
ClIARMlOES, AND OTHER PoEMS. OsCAT 

ChitrXl ; The Story of a Minor .'^■ege. Sir 
G. S. Robertson. ^ 

Condi noN of England, The. G. F. G. 
Masterman. 

De Pkofundis. Oscar Wilde. ^ 

From Midshipman to Field-Marsh!^ 

Sir Evelyn Wood, F.M., V.c' ^ 

Harvest Home. E. V. Lucas. • 

H1LI.S AND the Sea. Hilaire Belloc. 

Huxlrv, Thomas Henry. P. Chalmers- 
Mitchell. 

IiiEAi. Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. 
Intentions. O.scar Wilde. 

Jimmy Glovkr, his Book. James M. 
Glover. 

John Boyp.s, King of the Wa-Kikuyu. 

John Boyes. 

Lady Winder mf re's Fan, Oscar Wilde. 
Lf.ttkrs from a Sklf-madk Merchant 
to HI3 Son. George Horace Lorimer. 


ing Library 


Life of John Ruskin, The. W. G. Culling- 
vvood. 

Life of Robert Louis Stevenson, The. 
Graham Balfour. 

Like of Tennyson, The. A. C. Benson. 

* Little of Everything, A. E. V. Luc.as. 

Lord Arthur Savili^ Crime. O.scar Wilde. 

Lore of the Honey-Bek, The. Tickner 
Edv ardes. 

Man and the UNifllWPl^r' Sir Oliver I.odge. 

Mary MAGDALRNB.^.Maurice Maeterlinck. 

Old ^ouNikiY Life. S. Baring-Gould. 

Oscar Wilde: A Critical Study. Artljff^ 
Ransome. 

Parish Clerk, The. P. H. Ditchfield. 

Selected Poems. Oscar Wilde. * 

Sevastopol, and other Stories. Leo 

Tolstoy. 

Two AokiiRALS. Admiral John More.sby. 

Under Five Rfigns. ijidy Dorothy Nevill. 

Vailima J.etters. Robert Louk Stevenson. 

Vicar OF^IkoRWENsrow, The. S. Baring- 
Gould. A 
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Books for TraYollers 

Crown St'o. 6 s. ^lu h 


Karfi voluble Anta^ns i^umbcr of Illustrations 


Avow AN1> AKIi’ 

A. G. TJr.yllcy.' 




ill Colour 


fNTRY, ThF. 

C. E. 


Ji.ACK Kosest, a Book of the. 

Hughes. 

Bretons Hoaif, The. F. M. Gostling. 
Cities of IiO-mcardy, The,. Edw(|i<J Hutton. 
CiT^* ok»Roma(.na ano the ATakoies, 
The. Hiiitot. 

Cities of Spain, %]^e. E(1w.ird Hutton. 
Cities of UmjAha, TiV:. Edward Hutton. 
Days in Cornwall. C. Hind. 

Florence ano Northern Tuscany, with 
Genoa. Edward Hutton. 

Land of Pardons, The (Britt.^ny). Anatole 
Le Biaz. 

Nai'Ifs. Arthur H. Norway. 

Naples Riviera, The. H. M. Vaughan. 
Nfav Forest, The. Horace G. Hutchinson. 


Norfolk Broads, The. W. .\ Dim. 
Norway and its F/onns, M. A. Wyllie. 
Rhine, A Book of the. S. Baring*Gould, 
Rome. Edw.'ird lliittoii. 

Round ahout Wiltshire. A. G. Bradley. 

SioTi ^^OF To-day. T. F. Henderson and 
Krniii^V.Uf. 

\ND Southern Tuscany. Edward 
Iratton. 

Skirts of the Gkeaf City, The. Mrs. A. 
G. Bell. 

Through East Anglia in a Motor Car. 
J. K. Vincent. 

Ve.MCF ANifVFNKTIA. Kfl W.1 rd Hu ttoii. 
Wanderer in Florem k, A. F.. V, LtK.'is, 
Wandekkr in Paris, A. E. V. lairas. 
Wa'-derkr in Holland, A. E. V. I.uLas. 
Wandbkpr m London, A. E. V. Lucas. 


Some ^n'&rt 


Armourer and his CRAtT, The. Charles 
^ ^ulk'es.* IlluMratoil,. A' fit a/ 4/0. •;£? *J. 
net. 

A R r AND Like. T. .Slurge Moore. Illustrated. 
C>. s r net. 

Bm I iMt S( MODI , 1 ’hk. An Anecdotal Guide 
to the Ihiiish l’.tniteis .and P.ainMn"S in llie 
N.uiou.d Gallery. E. V. Lucas. 
trated. /'tv/. ivo, 2S. (ut. net. 
Decorative Iron W^k. Fiom the xith 
to the xvjiith Centiiiy. Ch.ulcs frouIke.s. 
Royal 4to. 

Francesco Guardi, 17 12-1793. G. A. 
Simonson. Illustrate*. Imperial 4(0. 

£,1 2 .f. Mi. • • 

•tT?!%lSTRAT10NS OF THE BoOK OF JOB. 
WjIIi.uh lll.-ike. Qua-, to. £i is. tut. 

Jdiin T.ucas, Portrait pIinter, 1828-1S74. 
^Arthur Lucas. lilustraied. Imperial 4to. 
£l 3J net. 

Old Paste. A. Beresford Ryley. Illustrated. 

Royal 4to. £2 2 K. net. ^ 

One Hundri;:) Masterpieces of Painting. 
With an Introduction hy K. C. ^J^t. Illus- 
trated. Recotui Edition. Demyit^. lor. fs/. 
tut. • • 


One Hundred MASTFRriEtrsor Sculptukk. 
With an lutroduciion hy G. K. Hill. Illus- 
trated. I^my tvo, loj. (mI, net. 


Romnev Fono, A. With .an Essay by A. B. 
Chamberlain. Imperial Foiio. £is i5J- 
net. ^ 

Royal AFadf.mv I.kitures on Painting. 
George Clausen. lllusir.ated. Crown 8w. 
Sr net. 


,'^Aiys 

jRusti 


IN Art, The. Marg-aret E. Tahoi. 
strated. * Third Edition. Fcap. 8w. 
6 r/. tut. 


Schoois of Painiing. Mary Inne,v Illus- 
trated. O’. '6vo. 5^. tut. 


Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian Times. 
J. P. Allen. Illusiiated. Second Edition, 
Detny tvo. ^s. isd. net. 

'Classics of Art.’ See page 14. 

‘The Connoi.ssfur's Librakv.' See page 15 

‘ Little Books on Art.' .Seepage 18. 

'The Little Gailfriks.' See fstge 18. 
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Some Books on Italy 


Ktrukia and Modern Tuscany, Oi.n. 
Miuy f,s Cameron. Illuslifited. SecottJ 
Ed}lio)u Cr, i,vo. 6j. net. 


I*’i,oj{f,n-ce : Her History and Art to the Fall 
of tlie Republic. F. A. Hyett, Vewy Svif. 
Js. td. rut. 

Floriinck, a Wanderer in. E. V. Luca*?. 
Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


Florence and her Treasures. H. M. 
Vaughan. Illustrated. Eca^. Bvo, 5J. net. 


Florence, Country Walks auoui 
Hutton. Illustrated. Second 
Ecap. Sw. 5J. net. 


Ed waul 
'Edition. 


Florence and the Cities ok Northern 
Tuscany, with Genoa. Edward Hutton. 
Illu-strated. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


D)mbardy, The Cities ok. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Milan under the Sforza, A fliSTORV or. 
Cecilia hi- Ady. Illustrated. Den/y Srv. 
JOS. 6d. net. 


Umdria, The Cinrs or, Kibvard Huitou 
Illustrated. lEi/M Edition . Cr. Bvo. or. 

VeKcb and! Venetia. ** Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. hCr. Bvo. 6s. 

Venice on Foot. H, A. Douulas. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. l > cnp . 8?>c», 5J. nc^. 

Venice and her Treasures. H. A. 
Douglas. *^Iiyjstrated. Ecap. Bvo. £s. rut. 

Verona, fi History or. A. M. Mien, 
lllustiated^. i^ernj' Bvo. J7S. 6 di net:^ ‘ 

Dante and his Italy. Lot^dale Kagg. 
Illustrated. Demy^0^j<is. 6d. net. 

Dante ALiGHipR\; His Life and Works. 
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. s-f. 
rut. 

Home Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon, 
llliistr.'itod. Third Edition. Dewy Srv. 
loj. 6 d, net. 


Nai'lks: Past and Present. A. H. Norway. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Naples Riviera, The. H. M. V.iugban. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8rw. 6s. 


Peru ia, A History ok. 
Illustrated. Dewy 


Willi.un HoVood. 
v^s. 6d, net. 


Rome. Edward Hutton. Illustrated, Third 
Edition. Cr. Bw, 6s. 


Romagna and the Marches, ^he Cities 
OK. Edward Hutton. Cr. 6f. 

Ko.man Pilgrimams, A. R. E. Roberts. 
Illustrated. Demy Bjio. 10s. 6d.^ t. 

Rome ok the Pilgrims and^'iM.sutvrs. 
Ethel Ross Parker. Detny Bvo. izs. 6d. 


Lakes ok Northern Italy, The. Richard 
Pagot. Illustrated. Second Edition. Ecap. 
Bvo. sj. net. 


Lorenzo the Magnificent. F,. I.^ S. 
Horshurgh. llliLsi rated. Second Edition, 
i^enty Bvo. j^s. net. v 

BDici Popes, The. H. M. Vaughan* Illus- 
trated. Dewy Bvo. isj. net. 

* • * 

St. Catherine of Siena and her Timi-s. 
By the Author of ' Mdlle. Mori.’ Illu'«lr.atcd. 
Second Edition, Demy Bvo. fS. 6d. net. 


S. Francls ok Assisi, The Lives ok. 
Brother Thomas of Celano. Cr. Bvo. 5s, 
rut. 


Rome. C. G. Ellaby. Illustrated. . 9 ma/i 
Pott Bvo. Clothf 2J. 6d, net ; leather^ 
net. 


Her^ 

;d. 3*^^' 


Siciiv. F. H. Jackson. Illustiated. 

Pott Bvo. Cloth, 2j. 6d. net \ leather, 6d. 
net. 


Sicily : The New Winter Resort. Douglas 
Sladcn. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 
8f<7. 5J- 

SiK.NA AND SotTTiiKRN Tuscany. Edward 
Hutton. Illustiated. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 65. 


•Savonarola, Girolamo. E. L. S. Horshurgh. 
lllublrated. Cr. Bvo. 5J. rut. 

Shelley and his FniENj^f in Italy. Helen 
R. Angeli. lllustMMrir Demy Bvo. los. 6d. 
net. 

« 

Skies Itabian ; A Little Breviary for Tra- 
vellers in luly. Ruth S. Phelps. Ecap Boon 
5J. net. ^ 

United Italy. *F. M. Underwood Demy 

Bvo. 105. 6»f. rut. * 

Woman in I taly. W. Boulting. Illustrated. 
Demy BtJO. lor. 6d. net. 
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Part IIT. — A Selection of Works of Fiction 


Albanesi (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 6 t; * 

I I^W A MAIDEN. Thit^' Edition, 
Cr^iw. ^.T. 

THE lI^^HtfClRLE AMELIA; or, Twe 
Polite ADVErmfREbS. Third Edition, 
Cr.ivo. 

THE GLAD HEART.' Fifth Edition, Cr, 
Bvo. 6s. • 

OLIVIA MARY. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Bao. 6s. 

THE HELOVED ENEMY. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6 j. 


PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
WINKFREU. llliiiti.'iicJ. .Second Edition. 
Cr. Boo. 6s. 

IN DEWSLAND. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo.M. 

MR^URGENVEN OF GURGEN VEN. 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 
Cr, 8 w. 6 j. 


Bagot (Richard). A^OMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Edition Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE PASSPORT. Fourth EMtion. Cr. 
Bvo, 6s. 

ANTHONY CUTIIBERT. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo,/6s. • 

LOVE'S PROXY. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

DONNA DIANA. Second Edition. Cr. 
. %bo. 6 j.* • 

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLE. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. bs. 

DARNELEY PLACE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


Bailey (H. C.). STORM AND TREASURE. 

Third Edition, Cr. too, 6s. 

THE LONELY QUEEN. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE SEA CAPI^m# Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

• 

WSaring-Gould (S.). IN THE ^OAPf OF 
I^IIC SEA. Eighth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
MARCHiRY OF QUETHJ^R, Second Edi- 
dion. Cr. Bvo. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 6 r. • 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Boo. 64 . ^ 

BLADYS OF THE STEWPONW. Illtts- 
trated. Second Edition^ Cr. Bvo, 6e. * 


Bcgbfe (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND 
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR 
JOHN SPARROW, Bakt. ; ok. Tim 
Progrbss or AN Open Mind. Second 
Edijim. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


Belloc (H.), EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT, illuatraipd. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Btv. 6s. 

A CHANGC IN THE CABINET. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Bennett' ^kmold). CLAYHANGEK. 

Elevenfi^Kdi tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

THE CAKJ*. Sixth Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
HILDA LKSSWAYS. Eighth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

BUMED ALIVE. Third Edition. Cr. 

Wo. 6s. 0 

Jt MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE REGENT : A Five Tuwns Story or 
Advrnturk in London. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

ANNA OF 'JHE FIVE TOWNS.' Fcaf. 
Bvo. ts. net. 

TERESA OF WATLING STREET. Hap. 

Bvo. IS. net. 


Benscn (E. F.). DODO : A De j ail op tup 
Day. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6iv 
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Birmingham (George &.)• SPANISH 

GOl-D. Seventeenth Kdtiion. C'r. Srv*. 6 j. 
Also Feat*. Zve. ii. net. 

THE SEAKCH PARTY. Tefi/h Edithn. 
Cr. iva. 6j. 

A/ia Ftnp. 8»fl. \s. net. 

LAI.AOli'S LOVERS. Third Edition, Cr, 

6r. 

THE ADVENTURES OF DR. WHITTY. I 
Fourth Edition. Cr, '&vo. 6j. 

Bowen (Mi\rjorio). I WIT.L MAINTAIN. | 

Ninth Edition, Cr, 8rw. 6 j. 

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Sn^enth 
Edition. Cr. 3 &<J. 6r. 

A KNIOirr OF SPAIN. Third Edition. 

TH E (,) li I'-ST OF G LORY. Tk\lidition, 
Cr. Bw. 6s. 

GOD AND THE KING. Sixth 

Cr. 8r/o. 6s. 

THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Oaetle (Agnes and Bgerton). THE 

GOLDEN HARRIER. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 0 

Chesterton (G. K.). THE FLYING INN. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). THE GETTING 
WELL OF DOROTHY. U!u«ilrated. 
I'hird Edition. Cr. Bvo, 3.5. 6d. 

Conrad (Joseph). THE SECRET AG ENT ; 

A SiMPLB Taioc. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
6s, V 

A SET OF .SIX. Fourth Edition, Cr. 

UNDER WESTERN EYES. Secomi Edu 
tion. Cr. 8uo. 6s. 

CHANCE. Eighth Edition. Cr, 8vo. 6s. 

Conyers (Dorothea). SALIJF. Fouith 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

SANDY MARRIED. Fi/th Edition. Cr. 
Qvo. 6s. 

Corelli (Marie). A ROMAfft'< OF TWO 
WORLDS. Thirty-Second Emtion. Cr, o 
8P(i. 6s. 

VENDETTA; or, Tim Story of onk For- 
GOTTErr. Thirty-first Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THELMA: A Norwegian Pri^f.ss. 

Forty fiourth Edition. Cr.2vo. fix. 
ARDATH: The Story of a Dead Se\. 

Twenty-first Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.* * 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Eighteenth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

WORMWOOD: A Drama of Paris. 

Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 8d<». 6j. 
BARABBAS: A Dream ok the Woklp’.s 
Tragedy. Forty-seventh Edition. Cr.loo. 

6s. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty- 
ninth Edition. Cr. Srvj. 6s. 

THE MASTER - CH RISTUN. Fi/ferntk 
Edition. 170M Thous<ind. Cr. Zoo. 6s. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A Study in 
Supremacy, Second Edition, i%Qih 
Thousand. Cr. Em>. 6s, 


GOD’S GOOD MAN: A Si/im.k Love 
Story. Seventeenth Edition, \i\ik Thou 
sand. Cr. 8vo. 6s. f 

HOLY ORDERS: Tim Tragedy ok a 
Quiet Life. Second Edition, sifvyth 
ThoHsandX Cr^ Zvo, 6s. 

IVE \A K |IT\* ATOJrt. Thirty-second 


BOY : A SKfiTCic. 1 hirtecnth fi.dition. Cr. 
8 vo. 6 s. 

Aho Fcap.Zvo. \s. net. . • 

CAMEOS. Fourteenth Edition, Cr. 81 e. 

THE LI Ft VVERLASTING. Sixth Edi- 
tion. Cf. 8p<j. fix. 

JANE: A Social Incident. Fcc^hm^^o. 
IX. net. % 

• 1 

Crockett (B. R.). ^HTNVAR. Illus- 
trated. Fourth Rdfitlon. Cr. 8vo. 6 x. 
THE STANDAbIS BEARER. Second 
Edition. Cr. 84 o. 6s, 

Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 
MENT. Second Edition. Cr. 81^0. 6x. 
JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
A NINE DAYS’ WONDER. Fifth Edr 
tion, Cr. 8vo. 6 x. 

ANGEL. Fifth Ediffon, Cr. 8tio, 6x. 
KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Svt;. 6x. 

BABES IN THE WOOD. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

*- % 

■i)anby(Prank). JOSEPH IN JEDpardy. 

Fcap. Bi’o. IX. net. * 

Doyl^(SIr A.Conan).' ROUNDI’HE W'O. 
lamp. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 8 »(J. 6 x. 
Also Fcaf. 8vo. is. net. 

Drake (Banrlce). WOa. SUth Edition, 
Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

FIndlater (J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. ^ 

THE ladder to THE STARS. Second 
Edition. Cr. S rv. 6s .^ 

Plndlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 

Fourth Edition. • Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Tlir, RaSE OF JOY. Thild Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s, m 

A BLIND BIRD’S NEST. IllustiSted. 
Second Edition^, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Pry (B. and C. B.). A MOTHER'S SON. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. Sw. 6x. 

Harradcn (Beatrice). IN VARYING 
MP.ODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Zvo. fix. 
HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 
TANCE MAN. Tiueljth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 

HNTERPLAY. Hftk Edition. Cr.Zvc. 6 s. 



Fiction 


27 


Hauptmanift (Gerhart). THE FOOL IN 1 
CHRIST *. Kmmani'el OyJNT. TranslaH'l ! 
by Thomas Si r. i/EK. O. 6s. 


Hiclf^e (Robert). Tllli PROPHET OF ! 
HLRJiKLE\ SQUARIim SeJh/ul MV/au. 1 
Cr. 6x. * i 0 

TONCOES op CONSCIENI’E. i'imrth 
Jitiition. Cr, 6s. y 

FKLIX : Ti/kkk Years in a Livk. Tsntk 

CrttirH}. 6j. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eighth 
Edition. €r, Bz>o. 6s. • 

Also E'ciifi' $7>o. IS. net. « 

BYLWAYS, C^. 8f<». 6^. « 

TIHr‘^AR4>EN OF ALLAH- Tuontr 
fourth ^ '^tilin' Cr, 6f. 

THE BLACK .SP^JHKL. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

THE CALL OF THE BJ.OOl). Ninth 
F.dtdoH. Cr.'Bpt*. 6j. 

BARBARY SHEEP. Sedml Edition. Cr. 

8m. 3X. 6d. 

Also Fcap. Bvo. xs. net, 

THE DWELLER ON THE THRESHOLD. 
i>fcond Edition. Cr. Brv. 6 j. 


THE WAY OF AMBITION. Fifth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8io. 6x. ^ 

Hope (Anthony). A CHANGE OF AIK. 

Si.xth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A MAN OF MARK, Seventh Edition. Cr. 

8m. 6s. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN* 
TON 10. Sixth Edition. Cr.Bvo. (ss. •' 
PHROSO. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. 

iofo. 6j.* V • • 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE KING'S MIRROR, Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

QUISANT^.. E'ourth Edition. Cf.Bvo, t\x. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 0 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus- 
trated. Sixth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6.r. 

THE GRE.AT MISli’* DRIVER. Fowlh 
Edition. Cr, Bvo. 

MAXON PROTESTS, e'hirdjidi- 
Cr. 8m. 6f. 

Hutten (Baroness von). THE HALO. 
, Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo . " 61. 

A Iso Fcap. Bvo. ss. net. 

*The Inner Shrine* (Author of). THE 
WILD 01.1 YE. Third Edition. Cr. 8r.w. 
6s. • 

THE STREET CALLED STRAIGHT. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

THE WAY HOME. .Second mUion. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. • • 


MRS.. 

l^n. 


Jpcobs (W. W.). MANY CARGO! .S 
Thirty-third Edition. Cr. P.'v. v. 6ti. 
Also lIliistrAled lu colour. Detny Bvo. 
•js. 6it. not. 

SEA UK* 'HI NS. Sn^fn.eenih Edition. Cr. 
Buo. 3r. i\i. 

A MASTER OF CR.SFT llluMt.Ued. 

Tenth Edition. Cr. i'rv. vv. Gi. 

LIGHT FUEIOUTS. IlIiiNtrah il. Eleventh 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3.9. (>d. 

AEo E'eap. Rr£i, is. not. 

THE SKIPPER’S WOOING. Eteventh 
Edition. Cr. 8 m. 3i. Gi. 

AT.SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Ek. enth 
Eldttton. Cr. 8m. 3^. t(/. 

DIAI.S1^E LANE. Illustrated. Eighth 
Fd.tdfn. Cr. Bvo. 3J. 61/, 

OD’/CRAFT. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 8m. 6d, 

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated. 

Ninth F.dition. Cr. 8m. 35. Gf, 
SALTH.WEN. Illustrated. Thhd Eldition. 
Cr. Bvo. y. 6i. 

SAILORS' ^NOT.S. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. y. 6./. 

SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr. 
8m. 3^. 6d. 

James (Henry). THE GOLDEN BOWL 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Le q/iuz (William). T H E C 1. 0 S F. D 
0 'iWK. Third EliUtion. Ct Bvo. 6s. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. B.” *. 6s. 
BEIUNDTHETIIRONE. Fourth Edition. 
Cr, Bvo. 0s. 

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Ninth 
EdtiicM, Bvo. 6s. 

LowndeS^rs. Belloo). THE CHINK 
IN THE ARMOUR. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8m. 6j. net. 

MARY PECHELL. Second Edition. Cr. 
^ 6s. 

.'•fuUIES Uf LOVE AND IN TERROR. 
• Sti^fld Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE LODGER. Fourth Edition. Crown 
8m. 6s. 

Lucas (B. Y.). LISTENERS LUKE: An 
Ohliqub Narration. 7'enth Edition. 
Fcap. 8m. ss. 

OVER BEMERTON'S; An Easy-cioing 
Chronicls. Eleventh Edition. Fcap, 8m. 
5** 

MR. INGLESIDE. Tenth Edition. Fcap. 
Bvo. 5J. 

LONDON LAVENDER. Eighth Edition 
Fcap, tew. y. 
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Methuen and Company Limited 


LyaU (Edn^ 

KLIST. 44 /A Thousand. Cr. 1 


NOVEL 

V. hd. 


DERRICK VAUGHAN, 


^ughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA M'NAB. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Ivo. aj. net. 

PETER AND JANE. Fourth EdiHon. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Malot (Lucas). A COUNSEL OF PER. 

FECTION Serotui Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
COLONEL ENDER!:YS WIFE. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Zva, 6s. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY : A Romance. S^^th Edu 


texniSk^ 


Ution. 


Hon. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth^ 

Cr. tvo. 6s. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fi/th Edition. Cr. 

8m. dr. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fi/th Edi> 
tion. Cr. 6vo. 6s. 

Mason (A. B. W.). CLEMENTINA. 
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6t. 

Maxwell (W. B.). THE RAGGED MES- 
SENGER. Thifd Edition. Cr. 6m. dr. 
VIVIEN. Thirteenth Edition. Cr.lvo. 6s. 
THE GUARDED FLAME. StoetUh Edi- 
tion. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

Also Fca^, Bvo. is.net.' 

ODD LENGTHS. Second Edition. Bk 
6s. 

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Also Fcap. 8 m. ts. net. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Be- 
TWKRN You AND I. Fourth J/kUtion. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

THE REST CURE, Fourth Edition. Cr- 
Bvo. 6s. ^ 

* 

Milne (A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY. Fi/th 
Edition. Cv. r?’!'. 6s. 

THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Montague(C.E.). A HINDXET LoS^p. 

Third Edition. Cr. Btfo, 6s. ^ 

THE MORNING'S WAR. .Second Etition. 
Cr. 8m. 6jf. 

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Also Fcap. Bvo. \s. net. 

A C H I LD O F THE J AGO. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo, dr. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth 
Edition. Cr, 8m. dr. 

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8m. dr. 

Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KEN MUIR. With a 
Frontispiece. Twel/th Edition. Cr.Bvo, dr. 




qnlon%(Ol|nr]» GO(W 

^4 Romai1;k ok Advct.'j 
Edition. JCr. Bvo. 6s. 


THE TAMING OF JOHfJ BLUNT. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8m. dr. • 

THE ROYAL ROAD. Second Edition. 
Cr, 8m. d.r. 

BOY SBXDOM: 

TISEMENT. Second 

THE TVifc KISSES. . Third Edition. 
Cr.Bvo. 6 #. * 

Oppenheim (E. Phillips). ' MASTER ©F 
MEN. Fifth Edition. Cr. dr. 

THE MftS.^NG DELORA. Illustrated. 
Fourth Rduion. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

A Iso F9dp, Bvo. IS. net. 

Orezy (Ba^neBB).e FIRE IN ;S(^UBBLE. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. B^ 6s. 

Also Fcap. Bvo. xs. dlt. 

Oxsnham (JohD). A WEAVER OF 
WEBS. Illustrated. Fi/th Edition. Cr. 
8m. dr. 

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8m. dr. 

Also Fcap. Bvo. is. net. 

PROFIT AND LOSS. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. e 

THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8m. 6 r. 

Also Fcap. Bvo. is. net, 

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and Otih r 
^Stories, Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
lY LADY OF SHADOWSi Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 8m. dr. • 

L^I^ISTONS. Fourth Editioi^ Cr, 8m. 

THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. 8m. dr. 

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

MARY ALL-ALONE. Third Edition. Cr. 

8m. dr. 

Parker (Gilbert). ttPIERRE AND HIS 
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
MRS. FALCHION, ^fth Edition. Cr. 

8m. dr. % ^ 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Fourth Edition. *Sr. Boo. dr. 

THE' TrXiL OF THE SWORD.' lllus^ 
trated. I'enth Edition. Cr. 8m. dr. f 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 
The Story ok / Lost Napoleon. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 
The Last Adventures ok ' Pretty 
Pierre.' Fifth Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE 'SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus- 
trated. Nineteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE Big^LE OF THE STRONG: A 
, Romancx^k Two Kingdoms. IIlustrate«l. 
Setenth Edition. \r. Bvo. 6s. 
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O'* ‘I^UK T.AVir.ETTES. 
Third EdiTio}!. Cr. 3 . 1 . 
NORTHERN f.IGiriS. Fi-urtk Edition. 
Cr. &VO. 6 j. 


THMfi JUDGMENT HOUSE. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8vo.^6s. ^ 1 « * 

r 1 / 

Pasture (Mrs. Henry ide la). THE 

TyRANT. Fourth Ktution. Zvo. 6s. 
Also Fcap%vo. \s.net. " 

• •• 

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. IllustrauA Fowth 
Edition. 'Cr. Zzto. 6s. # 

I CROWN THEE Klfs'G. IHu-itrated. Cr. 

LOVE T^E-spARVE.SJER : A Story ok 
TUB Shire's. Illusiratcfl. Third Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 3 jr. 6d. ^ 

THE MYSTERY Of’* THE GREEN 
H HI ART. Fifth Rditionm Cr. Zt‘0, '>s.net. 


Ridge (W. Pett). ERU. Stcond Rdition, 
Cr. St'.’, 6s. 

A SON OF THE STATE. Third Bdiiien. 
Cr. ^s. 6./. 

AliREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 3 J. 6t/. 

MRS. GALER’S T.TLSINESS. Illustrated. 

.*iecoKd I'dition. < 7 . Zvo. 6s. 

THE W1CKI1AMM'.S. Fousdh Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

SPI.ENDII) LROIHl-lR. Fourti Edition. 
Cr, g.-M 6 f. 

A iso heap. Zvo. is. Ml. 

NINE TO SIX-THIKTY. Third Edition 
Cr. too. 6 x. 

IHANX^TO SANDERSON. Second 
Editi^. O. tlr' 4 ^. 6s. 

DEVOTED SPARKES. Second Edition. 
Cr.^tv. 6s. 

THE REMINGTON SENTENCE. Thhd 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6 j. 


Perrin (Alice). THE CHARM. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. ZtJO. 6s. 

A Iso Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

THE ANGLO-INDIANS. Slvth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6.r. ^ 

Phinpotti (Eden). LYING PROPHET.S. 

'Third Kdiiion. Cr. Zvo. fir. 

CHILDREN OF THE WIST. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE HUMAN UOY. With a Frontispiece^ 
Sertenik E.dition. Cr. 8no. 6r. 

.SONS OF THE MORNING. Second F.di- 
tim. Cr.%vo, 6s. % • 

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6 r. 
THE AMERICAN* PRISONER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 6 j. 

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8 r'^. 6 .f. 

THE POACHER’S WIFE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6 s. 

THE STRIKING HOUIK. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s.' 

DEMETEIPSf DAUGHTER. Third Edi^ 
tion. Cr. 8tw. 6 j. ' " • 

THE SECRET WOM^^J. Fcap. Zvo. is. 

PlcAeiall (Marmaduke). SAID, THE 
FISHERMAN. Tenth Rdition. Cr. 8 rv. 

Afta Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

*Q*(A. T. Oulller-Couch). THE MAYOR 
OF TROY. Fourth Edition. Ct. Zviy 6s. 
MERRY-GARDEN and otiikk S ionics. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

major VIGOUR EUX. 'Thi^^dition. 

Cr. Snt*. 6s. • « 


Roasell (W. Clark). MASTER RC^CKA- 
PKLLAR'.S VOYxr.K. JHu.iMtfd. 
Ft/ih FdiiiOH. Cr. Srw. 31 . 6d. 

Sldgv.Mck (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS- 
M.\N, liltisirnted. Ihnd Edition. Cr. 
8.'w, 6 j. 

THE Lantern-bearers. 'Thhd Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. hs, 

THESKVEUINS. Siith Edition. Cr.Zvi. 
6s. / 

Also Fctip. ? 7 w. ir, net. 

A NT H E A’S GU EST. Fouiih Edition. Cr. 
8rv. 6 j. 

1. A MORN A. Thhd Edition. t>. 8w. 6s. 
BELOW S'^MRS. Second Edition, Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

Bnalth (%C.). THE PRINTIPAI. GIRL. 
Second F,tfjglf9. Lr. tvo fu. 

,AN AFF.^^ OF STA'J'E. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. r.5. 

Sornervllle (E. CE.) and Ross (Martin). 

RUSSEL THE FOX. Illiibtrate<l. 
Smfenth tidit^n. Cr. Zvo. Os. 

/'tap, Zvo. i.r. net. 

Thurston (K. Temple). MIRAGJ*'.. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

A till heap. Zvo. IS. net. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). ALISE OF 
AS'I'RA. Thiid Edition. Cr. 8 t*<*. 6s. 
THT5 BIG FISH. Third Edition. Cr. 8w. 
6s. 

Weblliig (Peggy). THE SJORY OF 
VIRGINIA PI’.RFPCT. 't hmi EdUion. 
Cr. Zvo. is. 

Aho Fcaf fi>o If. net. 
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THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. Sixik Edition, 
Cr. %vo. 6s, 

FELIX CHRISTIE. Third Edition. Cr. 
Btv. 6s. 

THE PEARL STRINGER. Third RdU 
tion. Cr. Bm. 6s. 

Westrnp (Margaret) (Mrs. W. Sydney 
Btacey> TIDEMARKS. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8m 6 j. 

Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED 
ROSE. Illuiitrated. Twentythird Edi^ 
tion. Cr. 8m 6 j. 

AUoFcap, Bm is. ntt. 

Whitby (Beatrice). ROSAMU^. Second 
Edition. Cr. 6m. 6s. ^ 

willlameon (C. N. and A. UO-^kTHE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: ’^Ihe 
Strange Adventnres of .i Motor Car. Illus- 
trated. Twenty-second Edition. Cr.Bm. 6s. 
Also Cr. 6m. ir. net. 

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance 
OP- A Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. * 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Elatenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

Also Fcap. Bvo. is. net. 


THE BOTOR CHAPERON./ Illustrated. 
Tenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.^ 

* Also Fcap. Bvo. xs.net. t 
THE CAR OF DESTINY. Illustrated. 

Seventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6f. % 

MY FBIEiD WiE CHAUFFEUR. Illus- 
^ateJ. Mirieenth Potion, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
SCAR LET JRUNNER. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. llV. Bva. 6s. . 

SET IN SILVER. Illustrated. Fi/th 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. * • 

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS 
AMERICA. Second Edition"^ Cr. 6f. 
THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. BvS 6s. 

THE GUeSTS OF H ERCUL%‘>.^<wr/A 
Edition. Cr. BvA 6s. •* ? ' 

THE HEATHER M0€>N. Fi/th Edition, 
Cr. 8m 6 j:. # ^ 

THE LOVE ITRATE. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE DEMON. Fcap. Bvo. u. net. 


Wyllarde (DolO, THE PA’IHWAY OF 
THE PIONEER (Nous Auttes). Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 


Books for Boys and Girls 

S 

Illustrated, CroSh Zvo. 'is. 6d. 


Getting Well or DoRornv, The. Mts. 
W. K. ClilTord. ^ 

Girl or the People, A L. T. Meade. 

Honourable Miss, The. iT^^Meade. ' 

Ma'.tkk Rockafeli.ak's Voyage. W. Clark 
Russell. 


Oni,-/ a GuARL-AonM Dog. * Edith* E. 
Cuthcll. 

Red Grange, The. Mrs. Molesworth. 

SvD Belton: The who would not go 
to Sea. G. Manville Fenii. 

There was once a Prince, Mrs. M. E. 
Mann. 


Mlsthae^ .Shilling Novelt 

Fcap, Svo. 


Anna or the Five Towns. Arnold Bennett. 
Barrary Sheep. Robert Plichens. 

Botor Chaperon, The. C. N. & A. M. 

Williambon. 

Bov. Marie Corelli. 

Charm, The. Alice Perrin. 

Dan Rustl hie Fox. E. CE. Somerville 
Rttd Mania 


uet 

Demon, The. JO. N. and A. M. WillLamson. 
Fire in Stubble. Baroness Orezy. * 
Gate or Desert, The. John Oxenhatn. 
Guarded Flame, This. W. B. Maxwell. 
Halo, 1‘»ie. Baroness von Hutten. 
IIiiLl^. W. B. Ma.vwcll. 

J ANR, MaVie Cfir^lli. 
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Sfothnen’s ^hilling Novels --conlinth ( 

JoSEfH. Italic D.ioby. | 

I-ADV Ji^ETTf AtKOSS 'IHJC WaTFR. C. N. 
andf^^, Williaiib I'll/ 

I.IC.HT Ki?tu.iij-s.' Ml ^V^'J 1 ^.obs. * 

Long Roau, Tmk. ^ohfl dxenli,*^. ; 

Mir.H‘rY Ato,#, The. Marie Corf li. | 

K. Teftpit; Tbur&ton. j 

Missing Dei^ra, 'tnK. K. I'i Opp-n- i 
helm. ' ' 0 j 

Rounsj^^r Rhri L\mp^ Sir A On f\ Doyle, j 

SAlfi), riiE Jt'nriH'.MAN. ^M.atm.n^ikc 1 ’k.l ' 
tli.ill. ^ ^ ^ 


SvARCH Party, Thk, 0. A. liirniit'glu'ua 
SKfWKr Woman, Thk. K-len PliiUp.»tts. 

Srv EHiNs, The. Mi Mim-.I Sul^wick. 

SrANisH Coi-P. 0. .\. J’.iinririi.'h.iia 
Sl'LPNUlP llROInU!, W. Ptii Uuiijc. 
Taiksoe Mian Arihiir Monison. 

Tkkisa of U'An.iNc SiKKRr. AniwKl 
IjvriiicU. 

Tyrant, Thk. Mr;.. Henry .le la r..sliire. 
Undrr tuiv Rh) Kopf. Stanley j. Weyrm.n. 
Virginia P uhEcT. PegRy Webling, 

WtJMAM #\vrrn I HR Fan, The. Robert 
Hn ;^“Ps, 


Methuen’s Sevenpenny Novels 

/•(■»//. t>?v. 7r/. ne/ • 


An<;fx. R M. CroI.ei. 

S(,n;i!vK, I’lu'. ♦>. Pi.irini'^Coitbl 
r.v .''iRoKi. 01 Sword. Andi»:\v Ralloui. 

OF M'msiirRs Thk, William 

Hum \N Bov, The. Ktlen l'i)illp<jtis, , t 
I Crown Thee King. Max Pemberton. 
Laie in Like A!i(.o Peinu. 

Lo^e Pi’.f. R. B. 'Ifti^Mislienil. * 

>!:.* I) 1: “I' .M' n. tl . riullips Opiicnhciin. 
Mr\Kr.> MAKk>,''f'.]S< A. Mr. F. K. Penny. 


I'l tfr, a Parasitb. K. M 'lii Allijne'-i. 

h'Mi' OK 'I Hh L.wiutrn-s Tiir. Sii tiilbcri 

P.nkfr, 

pRi\(B Rihekt thr Bi'icamvfn. C. j. 

Lulciiifi: Hi lie. 

PjimoKss Virginia, Tin;. C’. N. A. M. 
Willianisoii. 

Promt and John 0 .vti)l|imvi 

Red IJou.se, Thk. K. Nlmiii. 

SiG.N OK iHK^i ID. K, The. il«Ui;im MiirorJ. 
Son ok the I i atk, A. W. Pelt Ridge. 



& f'lii’B I'lf i.hirgh 

• « 







